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PREFACE 

T he aim of this little volume is to induce those 
readers — ^whether young or old — ^who are not 
already familiar with the great Victorians to seek 
at least a bowmg acquamtance with them and their 
works With this end m view I have mtroduced 
mto the narrative as many vivid and amusing stories 
as I could find, but anecdotes of doubtful authen- 
tiaty have been avoided 

I desire to offer my sincere thanks to Mr S. C. 
Roberts, who has patiently and skilfully revised 
my MS 

For the anecdotes embodied m the book I am m- 
debted to such biographies as :J H Froude, TViomas 
Carlyle, Sir G O Trevelyan, Life of Macaulay', 
Sir E T Cook, Life of Ruskin ; W G. Collmgwood, 
Life and Work of Ruskm, Lord Tennyson, Alfred, 
Lord Tennyson', Arthur Waugh, Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson', W. H Griffin and H. C. Minchin, Life 
of Robert Browning , J W. Cross, George Shot's Life , 
J. Forater, Life of Charles Dwkens’, E. C. Gaskell, 
Life of Charlotte Bronte, 
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THOMAS CARLYLE 


I N the Scottish lowlands, a part of the country 
which in the old days of stnfe between England 
and Scotland was the scene of much hardship and 
border warfare, there is a little, straggling, one-street 
village called Ec clef echan Here, m 1795, Thomas 
Carlyle was BonTin a house which his father, a 
stone-mason, had built with his own hands In 
later years Carlyle wrote in love and admiration of 
his father’s work 

Nothing that he undertook to do but he did it faithfully 
and like a true man I shall look on the houses he built 
■with a certain proud mterest They stand firm and sound 
to the heart all over his httle district Am not I also the 
humble James Carlyle’s work^ I owe him much more than 
existence, I owe him a noble mspinng example 

The Carlyles’ house stood near the middle of the 
village street, and do-wn the side of the street ran a 
stream in which Carlyle paddled barefooted with 
the ducks as a boy To-day the ducks still pad^fe- in 
the httleJamn, while^ Carlyle sleeps m the grave-. 
3^d on the other side of his old home, his feet 
almost touchmg the kitchen wall 

In his childhood Carlyle had a violent temper, 
and his earliest memory was of himself at the age 
of two “ I had broken my little brown stool, by 
madly throwing it at my brother, and felt, for per- 
haps the first time, the united pangs of loss and 

W V w. 
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remorse ” He could remember, too, how, m his 
S y^, his father taught him 
SSgZ espeaaUy how to divide, and how 
o^WtsLudemormng, '8°5. hew^takeu 

to Annan Academy, six miles away TJe story ot 
flus^umey is told m Carlyle’s b^k 

a curious title which means the taiior 
mended ” 

Well do I still remember (he says) the red sunny Whit- 
su^de mommg, when, trotting full of hope by the side 
of Father Andreas, I entered the main street of the plac 
riiLnl and saw its steeple-clock (then striking eight), 

Burghers moving-m to breakfast a httle dog, m mti 
terror was rushmg past, for some human imps had tied a 
tm-kettle to its ml [My school-fellows] J 

mostly rude Boys, and obeyed the impulse of rude Nature, 
which bids the deer-herd fall upon any stricken hart, the 
duck-flock put to death any broken-winged brother or 
sister, and on all hands the strong tyranmse over the weak. 

Carlyle had to the end of his hfe a panful 
memoir of these cruel schoolfellows; ^and his 
mother, quite innocently, added to her son s suffer- 
me She felt afraid of Tom’s sharp temper and, to 
save him from himself, made him promise never to 
return a blow For some time he kept the promi^ 
he gave her, but in the end he could retrain 
himself no longer, and turned upon ije biggest 

buUy in the school and lucked him There w^ a 

fight and Tom was beaten, but not until he kstt 
to marie upon the enemy After this vm 

teft arone,.but he never forgot the cruel usage he 



had borne at the Annan Academy, and he made but 
few friends among his schoolfellows. 

In his fourteenth year Carlyle began life as 
a student of the University of Edinburgh. In 
the early days of last century the Dumfnesshire 
lads who were going to college set out on foot, 
having no money to pay for the coach-nde of 
seventy miles. On reaching Edinburgh they entered 
their names as students and foimd their own 
lodgings The landladies let them the room and 
kept it clean, but the boys had to cook for them- 
selves and otherwise see after their small needs. 
Garners brought them oatmeal and other food from 
home and took back their soiled Imen to be washed 
and mended 

The memory of that frosty November morning 
when Carlyle set out for his walk to Edmburgh 
never faded, and he often told how his father and 
mother started with him and kept him company for 
a little way Like most Scottish parents they hoped 
to have a son able “to wag his head m the pulpit,” 
and no sacrifice was too great to help their boy to 
reach this high calling. Their gnef was, therefore, 
very deep when they discovered, towards the end 
of his college life, that he did not wish to be a 
mimster 

When Carlyle left Edmburgh (which he called 
“the worst of all hitherto discovered universities”) 
the only profession open to him was teaching, and 
for that he had little hking or patience. It was 
Edward Irving who found him his first post as 
master m Kirkcaldy in Fifeshire, where he lum- 



4 ,V^AKJUXJL11 

self was a master in a neighbouring school. The two 
young men became great friends, and one vacation 
Irving took C^lyle with him on a visit to Had- 
dmgton. There he mtroduced him to Dr and 
Mrs Welsh, and to their beautiful daughter, Jane, 
who had been Irving’s pupil. It was this girl who 
afterwards became Carlyle’s wife. 

As a httle girl, Jane Welsh was an eager scholar, 
reading Latin when she was seven When she began 
to read Virgil, she became ashamed of playing 
with dolls, so on her tenth birthday she “built a 
funeral pile of lead pencils and sticks of cinnamon, 
and poured some sort of perfume over all .. She 
then recited the speech of Dido, stabbed her doll, 
and let out all the sawdust, after which she con- 
sumed her to ashes, and then burst mto a passion 
of tearst” 

One of her most intimate friends said of her: 
“The first thing I ever heard of her was that she 
dressed well — ^an excellent gift for a woman,” and 
there is no doubt that Jeannie Welsh had a wonder- 
ful talent for making pretty things. Once, when 
her mother wanted a specially fine, but not expen- 
sive, dress for a party, Jeanme offered to gather ivy 
trails and mosses of different sorts. These she draped 
round her mother’s dress, and the effect was so 

f ood tj^t eve^one mistook them for expensive 
'rench trimmings. 

The Welsh family claimed descent from John, 
Knox, the sixteenth-century reformer, to whcan 
Scothmd owes the schools wluch gave her boyi and 
girls a be^' education than the children of any 


other land Thus Carlyle’s young wife brought him 
notonly beauty and wit, but noble line^e, as well 
a s a d owry .which included the moimtam farrn of 
Craigenputtock, which became for six years “the 
home of the young couple. 

Before they were married, when Carlyle pro- 
posed that they should start housekeepmg m this 
desolate house, she refused even to consider the 
idea, and said “ Think of some more promising plan 
than farmmg the most barren spot m the county of 
Dumfriesshire. What a thing that would be to be 
sure t You and I keepmg house at Craigenputtock; 
I would as soon think of building myself a nest on 
the Bass rock. .1 could not spend a month at it 
with an angel.” 

However, Carlyle was determined to go there, 
and for six years this lonely moorland hduse was 
her home They began their married life m Edm- 
burgh, but Carlyle could not work in a city; he 
longed for solitude, and Craigenputtock, thirty 
miles distant from Dumfries, the nearest town, 
offered him the peace he felt he must have. Four 
months after they had settled there, he wrote of it 
as “the devil’s own den ” But in the end the high 
mountain air and the solitude proved' it to be the 
nght place for Carlyle; its fitness for his wife is less 
certam. 

In this faf-away house Mrs Carlyle had to apply 
her gemus to leammg how to keep house, to clean 
and to cook. The first time she tned to make a 
pudding, she went mto the kitchen and locked the 
door. It was to he made of suet, and with grdat 



6 


THOMAS CARLYLE 


thought and care she prepared her materials and 
mixed them To her joy it turned out to be very 
good. Her first bread-making was another adven- 
ture. “ I can remember very well,” writes Carlyle, 
“ her coming m to me, late at mght (eleven or so), 
with her first loaf, lookmg mere triumph and 
quizzical gaiety • ‘ See < ’ The loaf was excellent, only 
the crust a little burnt From that hour we never 
wanted excellent bread.” 

One of the great womes of Carlyle’s hfe was 
indigestion, and if Mrs Carlyle had not devoted 
her life and gifts to keeping him strong and healthy 
[ as far as he could be so, Carlyle could never have 
I done the great work he accomplished. From the 
beginning of her married life she made up her 
mind that her husband should never be forced to 
write for money, but only when he felt he had in 
has heart a message for the world. By careful 
economy of food and clothes she managed so well 
that no one ever guessed how poor they really were 
It was Carlyle himself who first let the world 
know of their poverty In 1833 he wrote: “It is 
now some three and twenty months since I have 
earned one penny by the craft of literature.” He was 
then thirty-eight years old and he had not wasted 
an hour of his workmg life, yet all that he had was 
j^zoo, and with that small purse he and his wife left 
Craigenputtock and moved to Cheyne Row, Chel- 
sesj to try their fortune m London 
Dltemig tl» sax years of life on the farm Carlyle 
had never bad down TheDiamondNecklace 
and many had been written. That 
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wonderful history of his own mind, Sartor i?e- 
sartm, was fmished The French Revolution also was 
planned and brooded over amongst the lonely 
Scottish hills A tragedy is attached to this famous 
book- the manuscript of the j&rst volume was lent 
to his friend John Stuart Mill to read, and a careless 
housemaid used the precious sheets to light a fire. 
This was a heart-breaking mcident to Carlyle, for 
though he spent his life m writing books, he found 
It ho easy task. He tells us that “ after two weeks of 
blotchmg and blormg he had been able to wnte 
only two clean pages ” 

Meanwhile the sky looked very blac^ for the 
Carlyles No one could be foimd willmg to pnnt 
Sartor Resartus. And when at length the editor of 
Fraser's Magazine gave it a place in its pages, many 
of the readers of the journal refused to continue 
subscnbing unless it was withdrawn 

However, the longest lane has its turmng, and 
three years later Carlyle won his place amongst the 
great writers of his time In 1837 he finished The 
french Revolution. When it was done, he flung the 
manuscript into his wife’s lap, saying • “ I know not 
whether this book is worth anything, nor what the 
world will do with it, or misdo, or entirely forbear 
to do, as is likeliest , but this I could tell the world : 
You have not had for a hundred years any book 
that comes moSre direct and flarmngly from the heart 
of a hving man ” The book received recognition at 
once and Carlyle from that time stood in the front 
rank of English men of letters 

This sudden jump to fame did not, howev^. 
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immediately bring him a large sum of money, and 
he began to form plans to emigrate to America 
where, he was told, he would be well paid as a lec- 
turer. Luckily for Britain this project was stopped. 
It was arranged, mstead, that he should deliver 
lectures m London, and by them he earned the 
money he needed. 

The last course of lectures dealt with the subject 
of heroes and great men Later he put them mto 
a book called Heroes and Hero-Worship Carlyle 
always worshipped the great men “ 
he says, “a|;e the inspired texts of that divme Book 
of Revelations,* whereof a chapter is completed 
from epoch to epoch, and by some named History.” 
In his essay upon Scott he has enlarged still further 
upon this favourite idea and says . “ No heroic poem 
in the world but is at bottom a biography, the life 
of a man”; and he adds conversely, “there is no 
life of a man, faithfully recorded, but is a heroic 
poem of Its sort, rhymed 6r imrhymed ” In two of 
his greatest books, Cromwell zxi6.Fredenck the Great, 
he tries to set forth his behef in the inBli€n£e of the 
lives of great men upon the history of the world 
and upon the fortunes of those who hve in it. 

Carlyle hved to be a very old man; and perhaps 
the proudest moment m his long life was when, in 
jjld universi^ of Edinburgh made him 
il^JLoriLRectar. This hour of glory was also the 
saddest, for as he turned away from the speeches 
and page^lB of the ceremony of installation, he 
learnt that his wife, had been found dead m her 
carnage driving hnme to Chelsea, from Hyde Park 
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She had stopped her carnage to let out her little 
dog for a run, and her death was hastened by the 
horror of seeing it run over by a passing wheel. The 
animal escaped mjury, but the heart of its mistress 
ceased to beat With her life that of Carlyle prac- 
tically ended also He lived for fifteen years longer, 
but his hand trembled so that he could not wnte, 
and he found it impossible to dictate his thoughts 
to a secretary. 

He hved on in Chelsea, much in the company of 
his biographer, I. A Froude They walked together 
daily, and Carlyle, m a mackmtosh, and wearmg a 
strange, broad-brimmed hat, let the weather do its 
worst Often he took a bus to Hyde Park, and the 
conductors knew him well. A stranger once asked 
one of them who the old fellow was with the 
“ queer hat.” 

“Queer ’at,” answered the dnver, “ay, he may wear a 
queer ’at, but what would you give for the ’ed-piece that’s 
inside of it? ” 

When he was offered a title by Queen Victoria, 
which he refused, a bus-conductor remarked to 
Froude. 

“Fme old gentleman that we thinks a deal on him 
down in Chelsea ” 

“Yes,” said Froude, “and the Queen thinks a deal on 
him too, for she offered to make him a Grand Cross ” 

“Very proper of she to think of it,” answered the con- 
ductor, “and more proper of he to have nothing to do 
with It ’Tisn’t that as can do honour to the likes of he ” 

Of the long list of books which Carlyle wrote 
(nearly forty volumes m all) some are still widely 
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read, others only by students of history and htera- 
ture, for he wrote in a style that often makes it 
difficult to understand his thoughts Heroes and 
Hero-Worship is one of the easier books to read and 
shows how passionately Carlyle beheved that we 
must look to great men — ^whether kings, or poets, or 
pnests, or soldiers — ^to govern the world, since the 
divme fire burns more brightly in them than in the 
rest 

In other ways, too, Carlyle stood out amongst the 
men of his time he saw that it was not good for 
England that she should aim only at successful 
trading and manufacture , that cheap food and votes 
for everyone would not necessarily make a perfect 
nation; and while he insisted that every man must 
work, he msisted also that every man was a “ Breath 
of God ” and that the “ lamp of his soul ” should not 
be allowed to go out. “That there should one Man 
die Ignorant, who had capaaty for knowledge, this 
I call a tragedy.” 


THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY 

It is fitting that the birthday of the great English 
histonan, Macaulay, should have been St Crispin’s 
day, the anniversary of the battle of Agmcourt. 
TEo nias Babmgton Ma^ulay was bom on October 
m an ancient house, called Rothley 
. TSnpl t, and the dark, oak-panelled roonTwas a 
Inrthplace well siuted to the map who was to de- 

romantic histones For 
Macaulay to cWge what W been for 
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most people a dry study mto somethmg which was 
as fascinating to read as a story book. He did not 
himself belong to an anstocratic family, but his aunt 
had marned the squire of Rothley Temple, and at 
the time of his birth his mother was a guest m her 
brother-in-law’s house. 

The real playground of his babyhood was in the 
heart of the city of London, in D rapers’ G ardens, 
about a hundred yards from the StockExchange. 
To these so-called gardens his nurse used to take 
him for fresh air, and many years later it still con- 
tinued to be one of Macaulay’s favourite haunts. 

He remembered as a child lookmg out of the 
nursery wmdow at the black smoke pouring out of 
a neighbouring chimney, and deeply paining his 
father, Zachary Mac aulay , by asking him if it was 
hell; formThEcauI^s were sprung from a gene- 
ration or two of Scottish mmisters who preached 
sternly of the hell that was m store for sinners. 

We may well marvel how these ill-paid ministers 
broughtup their large families They fed them chiefly 
upon porndge, and when Carlyle looked at the 
round, fat face of Lord Macaulay, after he had 
become famous, he said: “Well, anyone can see 
that you are a good honest fellow, made out of oat- 
meal ” Whatever they were made of, it is certain 
that all^the members of the Macaulay family tried 
po l^ve ^e world a better place than they had found 
^ and It was Zachary Macaulay who, perhaps, 
more than any other Englishman, helped to carry 
through the House of Commons the bill which gave 
ikeedom to the slaves. Up to that time the poOr 
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creatures had been treated as soulless animals bred 
^e rattle ^d oifered for sale in the open markets. 
Zacha^ Macaulay had been m the heart of the 
toade, for he manager of a sugar plantation m 
J amaica, ^d had he so chosen, he could have become 
a very nch man, but he chose rather to give up his 
life to secure the hberty of the poor negroes, giving 
up a well-paid post and placmg all his knowledge 
at the disposal of the reformers 

He foimd m his wife. Miss Mills of Bristol, a 
warm helper in this great work. She belonged to 
the Society of Friends and amongst her acquaint- 
ances was Miss Hannah More, to whom many 
of Tom’s early letters were wntten She tells us, 
toughingly , of her first meeting with her favourite. 
Calhng one day upon his parents, a fair-haired boy 
of four opened the door and told her that they were 
both out , but “ Come m,” he urgently begged, “ and 
X will brmg you a glass of old spirits ” Miss More, 
a strict teetotaller, was somewhat shocked by the 
®^8S®stion, and asked him what he knew about old 
spmts, and he answered that Robinson Crusoe 
often had some. 

It was about the same time that Tom went with 
m&fatto to visit Lady Waldegrave, at Strawberry 
rim He was finely dressed m a green coat, red 
raalar and cufiFs, a frill at the neck and white 
tr^sers. At luncheon a servant spilt some hot 
httle boy’s legs The hostess, much 
Rubied, began to comfort him, but he astonished 
h^ by lookmg calmly up mto her face and saymg, 
•Thank you, madam, the agony is abated.” 
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This sounds very conceited and silly, but Tom 
was really a very simple httle boy There were now 
plenty of brothers and sisters In the home, and very 
happy times they had playing upon Clapham Com- 
mon, where their father had taken a house. The 
gravel pits, gorse bushes, and ponds scattered over 
the common became in his imaginative mind battle 
fields, robbers’ caves, and wild deserts where men 
were lost, and children found. It is mterestmg to 
notice that^even at that early age he showed strict 
notions about the Law, notions appropriate to one 
who was later to reform the Penal code for the 
government of India He held severe views about 
the sacredness of his own little plot of garden which 
he had marked off from the big garden with rows 
of old oyster-shells These a servant once threw 
away, and when he saw what she had done, he 
marched into the drawing-room where his mother 
had visitors, and in a loud voice said “ Cursed be 
Sally for it is written, ‘ Cursed is he that removeth 
his neighbour’s landmark.’ ” 

He could not have been more than eight when 
he took It mto his head to wnte a histpry of the 
world from the creation to his own day, but he 
filled so much paper that it is supposed that his 
mother cut off supplies It ends abruptly with 
Oliver Cromwell, whom the small historian calls 
“an imjust man,” Someone mtroduced him to 
Scott’s Lay of the Lc^t Mmstrel and ‘Momiow, and 
they pleased him so much that he learnt them both 
by heart But nearly everythmg he read stayed in 
his memory and when he was quite old he could 
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repeat the most out-of-the-way things, not only 
verses but such dry details as hsts of the names of 
the men who had m the past been semor wranglers 
of the University of Cambndge 
When Tom was thirteen he was sent to a small 
school at Little Shelfor d, near Cambndge, where 
only twelve boys could be taken. There was no 
football or cncket at the school and the only out- 
side interest was a walk into Cambndge, or the 
entertainment of the masters or tutors of the col- 
leges by their own headmaster. On Simdays there 
were long sermons to be listened to and then 
written out “ After tea,” Tom wrote to his father, 
“we wnte out the sermon I cannot help thinking 
that Mr Preston [the headmaster] uses all imagm- 
able means to make us forget it, for he gives us a 
glass of wine each on Simday, and on Sunday only, 
the very day when we want to have all our faculties 
awake, and some do literally go to sleep during the 
sermon, and look rather silly when they wake. I, 
however, have not fallen mto this disaster ” 

His wonderful memory was to last all through 
his life, and he used to say that if some miracle 
came to sweep away all the copies of Milton’s Para- 
dise Lost or The Ptlgrm's Progress from the world, 
he would be able to wnte out both ag ain from 
jnemory. Hfeipould read, too, faster than anyone 
dse, yet he never forgot what he had once seen m 
print, even though it were a trashy novel. 

It in i8i8 that Macaulay entered Trinity 
College, Cambndge, and through life his College 
and his home held the two first places m his affeo 
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tions The honour he most valued after he left 
Cambndge was the Fellowship which gave him the 
right to live agam m a college room, to breakfast 
on commons, and to dine in hall at the high table 
beneath the portraits of Newton and Bacon. As a 
'student he gained the Chancellor’s medal for Eng- 
fhsh verse, but mathematics, then compulsory for 
all honours men, were always a burden to him, and 
when the tnpos examination list came out it was 
found that he had been “gulfed” — ^that is, his 
name was not to be found amongst those who had 
taken honours Two years later, however, he was 
more -i^an consoled by being made a Fellow of 
Tnmty. 

About the age of twenty-five he began to write, 
for The Edinburgh Review, the famous Essays which 
were later to bring him fame, he also worked for a 
short time as a barnster, but he was not attracted 
by the law, and preferred to sit in the gallery of the 
House of Commons, listening to the debates upon 
the slave question When opportumty offered he 
helped his father by speakmg in public m favour 
of the great cause 

One of his friends thus descnbed his appearance 
at this time “A short, manly figure, marvellously 
upnght, with a bad neckcloth, and one hand m his 
waistcoat pocket,” From his nephew Trevelyan, 
who afterwards wrote his life, we learn that he 
dressed badly, though his coats were always good, 
and he had scores of embroidered waistcoats He 
was almost useless with his hands and had dozens of 
pairs of gloves mto which he never got his fingers 
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more than halfway. When his rooms were turned 
out after he had left for Iijdia, they were found to 
be alnibst full of strops hacked mto stnps, and of 
innumerable razors Onep, after an accident to his 
hand, he sent for a barber After the man had 
finished, Macaulay encfS&red how much he owed. 
“Oh, sir,” said the baccber, “whatever you usually 
give the persona who shaves you ” “ In that case,” 
said Macaulay, “ I should give you a great gash on 
each cheek.” This unhandmess made him helpless 
m all games, and ^able to swim, dnve, or ride 
Once, when, as a c^met numster, he was m attend- 
ance at Wmdsor GdStle, he was told that a horse was 
at his disposal *•*' If "her Majesty wishes to see me 
ride,” he said,^“she^ust order out an elephant ” 
The only exercise ^ which he could be said to beat 
everyone else, was^that of walkmg the crowded 
streets of London, his eyes glued to a book and 
reading a great deal faster than anyone else could 
read sittmg still. 

Macaulay’s essay on Milton, his first contribu- 
tion to The Edinburgh Reviezv, had now made him 
famous and he had come to live in London m 
chambers of his own This wider popularity also 
opened to him the door of the House of Commons, 
which he entered as the member for Caine. He 
continued, however, in the closest relationship with 
*his home In nature he tm singularly affectionate, 
and smcere almost to a fault; for he refused to live 
upon terms of outside mtiraacy with people he 
could not really honour and esteem. But to 
whom he really loved, like his sister Hanmh (alter- 
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wards Lady Trevelyan), he gave his whole heart. 
When he went home the fun became uproanous. 
Sometimes it was hide-and-seek, at others capping 
verses, in which art both he and his sisters excelled. 
When the moment came for him to depart he would 
stand on the doorstep, holding the front door half 
open, and then shout at the top of his voice a last 
rhyme, bang the door and go away laughingly vic- 
torious He and Hannah had the most amazmg 
acquaintance with the novels of the period, and 
when they talked of their own affairs they did so 
m the words of Jane Austen’s Mr Collins, or per- 
haps Mrs Bennet In after years when Hannah and 
he were in India, and she had married Trevelyan, 
her husband, who rarely read novels, used to 
wonder who were the queer people with whom his 
wife and brother-m-law appeared to have lived 
Macaulay talked well and almost mcessantly . If at 
times his talk was too plentiful it was at least always 
entertammg Sydqey Smith, who also liked to hear 
his own voice, once said to Macaulay at a dinner- 
party . “ Macaulay, when I am dead, you’ll be sorry 
you never heard me talk,” and on another occasion 
he alluded to him as “talk-mill Macaulay ” But at 
one party the unexpected happened and Macaulay 
was silent What had happened? The secret leaked 
out — ^it was the extreme stickiness of the pudding; 
and he could not move his jaws whilst eating it. 
The dish was known ever afterwards as “ Macaulay’s 
puddmg ” This constant flow of talk was some- 
times vexing to others, for there was no book dis- 
cussed which he luid not read, and apparently no 
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subject which he did not seem to know better than 
anyone else. 

His pleasant life in London society was much to 
his taste, but he was still poor, and so when he was 
invited to become a member of the Supreme 
Coimcil of India he accepted the offer at once He 
sailed m 1834; and stayed in India for four years. 
His sister Hannah accompanied him, and when he 
came back, he had enough money saved to enable 
him to live m mdependence. 

Soon after his return from India Macaulay was 
agam welcomed to the House of Commons He 
became Secretary of State for War and remained 
m the House until his defeat when he sought re- 
election as member for Edinburgh m 1847 Though 
the loss of this seat gave his fnends and himself 
great pain, it has left us a legacy of the beautiful 
verses which he wrote m his chamber, whilst hsten- 
ing to the shouts of joy of his opponents In the 
earher stanzas of this poem, he tells us how one by 
one the queens of gam, fashion, pleasure, power, 
have swept past by him until the queen of literature 
claims his allegiance To her he addresses these 
verses, calhng her the mightiest and the best; 

Oh, glonous lady, "with the ^es of light, 

And laurels clustenng round thy lofty brow, 

Who by the mdle’s side didst watch that night, 
Warblu^ a swe^ strange music, who wast thou? 

“Yes darlmg, let them go,” so ran the strain; 

“ Yes , let diem go, gam, fashion, pleasure, power, 
And all die busy elves to whose domam 
Belongs the nether sphere, the fleeting hour. 
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Without one envious sigh, one anxious scheme. 

The nether sphere, the fleeting hour resign 
Mine IS the world of thought, the world of dream, 
Mme all the past, and all the future mine ” 

• • • • 

The last stanza of the poem gives the promise of 
reward from the queen of hterature to one who 
choses the world of thought rather than that of 
fame 

Yes, thou wilt love me with exceedmg love; 

^d I vnll tenfold all that love repay. 

Still smiling, though the tender may reprove; 

S till faitlSul, though the trusted may betray. 

After his political defeat Macaulay retired into 
the more private life of a writer, and, although he 
afterwards re-entered Parhament, the greater part 
of his time and energy was given to commumng 
with the “ lady with the eyes of light ” His Lays of 
Ancient Rome were already well known and still rmg 
m the nunds of every school boy and girl. None of 
us can forget the story of “ How Horatms kept the 
bridge in the brave days of old ” And m such 
throbbmg verses as those which describe the march 
of the enemy upon Rome we seem to hear the 
measured tramp and to see the shimmering spears 
of the advancing troops : 

And nearer fast and nearer 
Doth the red whirlwind come 
And louder still and still more loud. 

From underneath that rolling cloud. 

Is heard the trumpet’s war-note proud, 

The tramphng, and the hum. 


a — 3 
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And plainly and more plainly 
Now through the gloom appears. 

Far to left and far to nght, 

In broken gleams of dark-blue hght, 

The long array of helmets bnght, 

The long array of spears 

But Macaulay’s greatest book was his History of 
England “I am nothmg if not historical,” he once 
said of himself, and when a chance of leisure came 
he determined to devote it to writing a history of 
England from the Revolution of 1688 to the death 
of George IV m 1830. He began the work with an 
introductory sketch of English history up to 1685 
and the three long chapters m which this mtro- 
duction is contained show his skill m presenting a 
vivid and picturesque view of English life m earlier 
centuries Unfortunately, however, he died before 
he had completed his accoimt of William III, and 
It was left for his sister, Lady Trevelyan, to make 
the last pages clear for the printers. 

Macaulay had a very noble conception of his duty 
aa a histonan and writa* In his composition he 
worked as hard as Darwin did for clearness of 
meanmg, and he sough t to m^e each sentenqe 
notj)nlyj>e|fect^Jbut'fo msowid. Hq a 
EQang for short sentences, and m the essays tie 
fflStes nsnol them with inuch skill. In writing his 
l^tory, Macaulay tried above all things to make 
dry bones hve, and he therefore visited, not only 
the sites^ of famous battles, but also the lonely 
pkc^ whdre the common people had rejoiced or 
suffered. 



THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY ai 


One of his finest passages descnbes the little 
graveyard in the Tower of London where the 
traitors of England he buried. Another famous 
piece IS his account of the massacre of the clan 
Macdonald at Glencoe We know the story of the 
cruel slaughter of this little group of Highlanders 
by their hereditary foes the Campbells. In some 
treacherous way Wilham HI was mduced to give 
his name to a paper permitting this terrible deed, 
and, led by a Captain, the murdering men of 
Argyle took vengeance on their mnocent neigh- 
bours. In his history Macaulay tells us how the 
lonely valley between the dark mountains looked 
the day after the slaughter. 

Mile after nule the traveller looks m vain for the smoke 
of one hut, or for one human form wrapped m a plaid, 
and hstens m vam for the bark of a shepherd’s dog, or the 
bleat of a lamb Mile after mile the only sound that mdi- 
cates life is the faint cry of a bird of prey from some storm- 
beaten pinnacle of rock The progress of avilization which 
has turned so many wastes mto fields yellow with harvests, 
or gay with apple blossoms, has only made Glencoe more 
desolate. 

Brief ejctracts of this kind give a slight idea of the 
grace of Macaulay’s sentences, and of the vmd 
pictures he could draw of thmgs long forgotten 
It IS true that he was apt to be led astray by his love 
of the picturesque, and to increase the height of 
the moimtains which surrounded Glencoe m order 
to deepen the gloomy feelmg of the desolate valley. 
But he took the greatest pains m collecting his 
material, and before descnbmg the battle of Kilhfe- 
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crankie, walked twice up and down the road in 
order to find out exactly how long the English army 
took m mounting the pass which they were to 
descend much more quickly “He reads twenty 
books,” said Thackeray, “to write a sentence, he 
travels a hundred miles to make a Ime of descrip- 
tion ” 

It IS also true that Macaulay is always on the side 
of the Whigs and sometimes his bias leads him into 
error It is therefore mterestmg that perhaps the 
best of his poems is A Jacobite's Epitaph Here we 
may quote the last six lines : 

O thou, whom chance leads to this nameless stone, 
From that proud country which was once imne own, 
By those white chffs I never more must see, 

By that dear language which I spake like thee, 

Forget all feuds, and shed one Enghsh tear 
O’er Enghsh dust A broken heart hes here 

Macaulay was now the best-known writer in 
England^ the Queen mvited him to Wmdsor Castle, 
and any great house where he was likely to be met 
was pestered by people asking to be presented to 
him. In 1852 the Edmburgh electors made com- 
pensation to him for his previous defeat, by puttmg 
him at the head of the poll, so he had the pleasure 
of feeling that victory had come for him and his 
“glorious lady with the eyes of Ught,” his queen of 
literature. It is good that this triumph came when 
it did, for seven years later, at the age of fifty-mne, 
he di^. He hes buned amongst those whose books 
he lovedto read,mthePoets’ Comer of Westminster 
Aibbey, near to Golctemith and Johnson. 



JOHN RUSKIN 


23 


JOHN RUSKIN 

Like Thackeray and Dickens, John Ruskm (1819- 
1900) was a child of London, and his earliest years 
were passed in a small red-bnck house m Bruns- 
wick Square, Bloomsbury, now marked by a 
memonal tablet. An only child, he led a lonely 
life, for, besides growmg up in. the solitude of an 
empty nursery, he never went to school. His edu- 
cation was mainly in the hands of his mother, 
helped by his father and occasional tutors. She had 
very strict notions about the upbringmg of little 
boys and, amongst other thmgs, she would never 
allow John any toys The only time he had one was 
when an aimt brought him a present of a scarlet 
Punch and Judy from Soho B^aar. But these joys 
were quickly taken away and even sweets were for- 
bidden, for m all his childhood he could only once 
remember havmg three raisms counted out to him. 
Later he was allowed to come in to dessert and 
crack nuts — for other people 

It was good for him that when he was four years 
old his family moved into the country, to a8, Heme 
HiU, where there was a garden, and where amongst 
the shrubs and trees John made for himself a play- 
ground and found in the flowers and trees imaginary 
playfellows. It was almost a country garden, for in 
It were avenues of fruit trees which he was taught 
to value for their blossom, not for their fruit. 

Once at a lecture Ruskm told a story of how when 
he was a baby m his nurse’s arms he wanted fo 
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touch the tea-um which was boiling merrily “ My 
mother,” he says, “ bade me keep my fingers back, 
I msisted on putting them forward My nurse 
would have taken me away from the urn, but my 
mother said, ‘ Let him touch it. Nurse ’ So I 
touched It — and that was my first lesson m the 
meanmg of the word hberty ” The sigmficance of 
this word was later to be the subject of many of his 
lectures and books% 

Sunday at Heme Hill was kept very sternly. All 
the story-books were taken away, and this severe 
disciplme influenced Ruskin all his life For forty 
years, he tells us, he never ventured to draw upon 
a Simday , and when he did begin, he found that 
somehow his drawing never prospered afterwards 
Ruskin says this severe upbrmging taught him how 
to be happy with nature “To watch the com 
grow, and the blossoms set”; he wrote in Modem 
Painters, “to draw hard breath over ploughshare 
or spade , to read, to think, to love, to hope, to pray 
—these are the things that make men happy.” For, 
in Ruskm’s view, God had placed the real happiness 
of the world in “the keeping of the little mosses of 
the wayside, and of the clouds of the firmament.” 

There is no doubt that this appreciation of the 
beauty of nature was first developed in Ruskin in 
his sohtary days in the old garden at Heme Hill; 
It IS the text of many of his written works; and it 
remamed uppermost m his heart vmtil the day when 
he was laid to rest by his beloved Cumberland 
lakes - 

” The regular teadhing of Ruskm began at the age 
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of three, when his mother taught him to read, and 
to repeat to her, the whole of the 1 19th Psalm She 
had a profound reverence for the Bible and looked 
upon every word of it as written by the hand of 
God She would, therefore, permit no syllable to 
be changed, no word to be left out Ruskin loved 
the Bible for its beautiful language and tells us that 
patient Job was his favourite character and that he 
detested fawmng Jacob He says that he owed the 
, priceless knowledge of this noble poetry and htera- 
ture to his mother, while it was his father who 
’ taught him how to love and appreciate the beauties 
of romance and art 

By trade Mr Ruskin was a wme merchant, and 
although engaged all day m his busmess, he found 
time to read aloud m the evenings. Scott, Shake- 
speare, and Byron were some of his favourites He 
would never let his son look at a bad picture, or 
handle a poor book. "All this care,” says Ruskin, 

. "made me lead a very small, conceited, contented, 
Cock-Robinson-Crusoe sort of life, the central 
pomt of which it appeared to me I occupied m the 
universe.” 

Upon one event of his boyhood, however, R,uskin 
looked back as a turmng-pomt This was a present 
he received on his thirteenth birthday from his 
father’s partner — a copy of Samuel Rogers’s Italy 
illustrated with small engravmgs of drawings by 
Turner. Ruskm’s enthusiasm for these drawings 
was the begmmng of his lifelong adnuration and 
praise of Turner’s work. 

Ruskm would perhaps have been a happier man 
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if he had had the wholesome tramitig of a public 
' school, or even the fresh breezes and frank criticisms 
of the mside life of an Oxford college. It is true 
that he went to Oxford, but he was accompamed 
by his mother, who hved m rooms opposite her 
son’s college (Chnst Church), and every day he had 
tea with her. In later years Ruskm used to tell 
some amusmg stones of his experiences of more 
rowdy undergraduates. At his first college supper, 
for instance, Ruskm, to the astomshment of the 
older men, kept qmte sober, and was able to make 
himself useful m helping to carry four other fresh- 
men head foremost downstairs. He had, as a matter 
of fact, poured the ladlefuls of punch into his waist- 
coat mstead of down his throat I 

To the great joy of his father, he won the Newdi- 
gate prize for poetry, and it happened that when 
he declaimed his verse at the ceremony of Com- 
memoration the poet Wordsworth was present to 
receive an honorary degree and “ took kindly notice 
of the young prize poet.” Unhke most university 
men, Ruskm did not there begm the chief friend- 
ships of his hfe, and even the great Oxford Move- 
ment, which was then awakemng much rehgious 
eaithusiasm and controveray, passed him by He 
mak^ no mention of Cardinal Newman, the lead- 
ing spirit of the dispute, and, like Ruskin, one of 
the great masters of English prose. His tutors, 
however, discerned his unusual gifts and prophesied 
tlKit he would win for himself a high place m the 
Jionours examinations. 

Among^ the people of his own age he became 
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known as a youth with very considerable know- 
ledge about pictures and clothes. About this tune 
he prided himself upon his fine taste in dress , and 
for the coronation of Queen Yictoria, he ordered 
“ a white satm waistcoat with gold spngs, and a high 
dress-coat with bright buttons.” We are not told 
the colour of the neckcloth, but it would almost 
certainly be of the favounte bnght blue he nearly 
always wore m after life * 

On his twenty-first birthday his father gave him 
Turner’s drawing of Wmchelsea, and thus began 
the collection of that artist’s pictures which Ruskm 
afterwards possessed At the same time he was given 
a handsome allowance, and the first use he made 
of his newly acquired wealth was to buy another 
Turner, Harlech Castle^ greatly disturbing his 
thrifty father by this extravagance It was through 
the dealer from whom this picture was bought that 
Ruskm first met his “earthly master,” and the 
praise of Turner’s works, of which a collection may 
now be seen in the National Gallery, fills many 
pages of Ruskm’s books 
But m this his twenty-first year Ruskm broke 
down in health. This was the result partly of too 
much hard work and partly of his first unsuccessful 
Jove affair He had lost ms heart to the daughter 
of Mr Domecq, the Spamsh partner in his father’s 
business His woomg was not fortunate , and per- 
Tiaps It IS not to be wondered at, for he says he 
tried to entertam her not only with love-poems, 
but with his opinions upon the doctrine of tran- 
substantiation, a solemn subject for lovers’ talk.* 
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She mocked him gleefully. When Ruskm heard 
the news of her marnage to another man, he went 
“staggermg along down the dark passage,” over- 
come with emotion. 

To restore his health the family started for a tour 
through France and Italy A speaal carriage was 
bmlt for the party and it held pockets for every 
imaginable necessity. They changed their horses 
after every day’s journey, and it took them six 
weeks to dnve from Calais to Nice. After this ill- 
ness Ruskm worked for his Oxford degree and soon 
afterwards began to write the book which first 
made him famous — Modem Painters 

The keynote of all his witlng was beauty; he 
wanted to teach the world to find the beautiful m 
nature and m art He felt it could be foimd every- 
where if only men could be taught to see: “in the 
wondrous lovelmess of a tree’s buds against the 
blue sky, m the mosses of the wayside, m the marbles 
of Rome, and also in the broken fragments of a 
rock.” He urged artists “to go to Nature m all 
singleness of heart — ^rejectmg nothmg, selectmg 
nothmg, and seommg nothmg.” 

Both at home and when travelling abroad Ruskm 
aimed at making his hfe very regular. He rose with 
the sun and read a few vorses of the Bible, making 
notes of the meaning of every word and discussmg 
ip his nund the ideas th^ suggested This he 
advises us to do m all our readmg for we “thereby 
ennch our vocabulary.” He looked upon his 
writii^ as a piece oi tapestry : “ I knew exactly what 
1 had got to M[y,put^ words firmly m their places 
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like so many stitches, hemmed the edges of the 
chapters round with what seemed to me graceful 
flourishes ” In early days he often read to his 
parents what he had written on the previous day, 
just “as a girl shows her sampler.” Also, like the 
mdustrious needlewoman, he unpicked and re- 
made his sentences over and over agam imtil they 
sounded to him perfect “I remember,” he says, 
“that the last half-page of the ‘!^amp of Beauty’ 
[m The Seven Lamps of Architecture cost me a 
whole forenoon — ^from ten to two, and that then I 
went out to walk quite tired, and yet not satisfied 
with the last sentence ” In The Stones of Venice 
there is a passage which he wrote out and corrected 
many times, and it is worth quoting to show his 
ideas of history, as well as of language : 

Since first the domimon of men was asserted over the 
ocean, three thrones, of mark beyond all others, have been 
set upon Its sands the thrones of Tyre, Vemce, and Eng- 
land Of the First of these great powers only the memory 
remains, of the Second, the rum, the Third, which m- 
herits their greatness, if it forget their example, may be 
led through prouder emmence to less pitied destruction. 

To working men and women he had also ser- 
mons to give. “Less work and more wages, of 
course: but how much lessenmg of work do you 
suppose IS possible? Do you think the time will 
ever come for everybody to have ru> work and all 
wages?... Do you want her [England] to be nothing 
but large workshop and forge, so that the name of 
‘Englishman’ shall be synonymous with ‘iron- 
monger’ all over the world? or would you like to * 
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keep some of your lords and landed gentry still, 
and a few green fields and trees?” Ruskin was a 
great reformer and his heart was set upon making 
a perfect England, and there is something very 
beautiful and touchmg m the great movement 
which he founded to bring about the ideal country. 

His idea was that everyone should belong to the 
St George’s Guild This was to be a noble brother- 
hood of all men and women who were holy, humble 
and virtuous Tfie boys were to be taught to be 
good carpenters and the girls to be good cooks. 
Every cottage was to have a few good books and 
pictures. There were to be no machmes worked by 
steam, no smoky chimneys, no high rents, no rail- 
ways, no idle nch, no overworked poor m this 
enchanted land To forward his plans Ruslan gave 
£7000 to purchase land, and work was begun on a 
few model estates But Ruskm and his devoted 
followers forgot the outside forces which rule our 
world All men, unfortunately, are not noble and 
mdustnous, and life cannot be delivered by rules 
and regulations from all the troubles which come 
from evil and idleness Nevertheless, the effort has 
not been m vain, and Ruslan’s “ divme rage against 
imguity” Im, given to ys better plans for our 
houses and klucatlon, and higher ideals of happi- 
ness and health 

Meanwhile the author of all these schemes for 
the betterment of the world was facing a tragedy 
of his own which was to darken all the rest of his 
hfe- This trouble was the death of his beautiful 
■Rose La Touche. Ruskin was nearly forty and 
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Rose only nme wJben they first met, and during 
long years of waiting she held his love She did 
not, however, know of it until she grew up and did 
not return it until very near the end of her short 
life His love-letters to her, perhaps the most 
beautiful things he ever wrote, were destroyed 
after his death There is no doubt that the long 
strain of this romance did much to brmg about the 
collapse of Ruskin’s mind, which for many years 
mterrupted his time of work. 

He had settled at Brantwood, m the Lake coim- 
try, before these mental attacks became frequent 
His home stood above Lake Coniston and he had 
furnished it m the most artistic fashion Every 
thing was chosen from the best models When he 
was choosmg a wall-paper for his study, he re- 
membered a pattern he had noticed on a bishop’s 
cloak in a picture in the National Gallery. He 
asked a friend to copy it, and his wall-paper was 
made from the copy The picture hangs m the 
National Gallery where Ruskm noted it, and the 
wall-paper can still be seen at Brantwood 
, In spite of disappointments and ill-health Ruskm 
’ remained young at heart, and there was a fascmatmg 
boyishness about his pleasures He would descend 
to the kitchen at Brantwood to make geological 
experiments m shapes of jelly, usmg blancmange 
for the snow and ice, and amongst these stiff 
masses of food he would create amimature Switzer- 
land, the snow moimtains fallmg mto terrific cre- 
vasses, and lUustratmg the formation of the Alpme 
gorges. 
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All children loved him and some of his pleasantest 
letters were written to little girls. Katie Macdonald, 
aged ten, was a special friend She had founded a 
society for kindness to ammals Her mother had 
read aloud to her Ruskin’s angry words about the 
cruelty of killing harmless creatures So ICatie 
boldly asked him to be a patron of her society, and 
he not only consented, but promised to give the 
society an addres§, In the audience was a small boy 
who enquired whether, supposing certain donkey- 
boys msisted on kicking their donkeys, the rules of 
the society would allow them to be given “ a jolly 
good thrashing.” Ruskin rose amongst the small 
boys and girls, and pronounced his decision that 
if all other means had been tned in vain, the 
knights of the society might be allowed to inflict 
a “thoroughly good, sound thrashing ” 

One of the visitors at Brantwood tells us how on 
a Saturday half a dozen little girls used to come up 
to Brantwood for tea and a lesson. “He’s a foony 
man is Meester Rooskin,” one of them observed, 
“ boot he likes ’oos to tek a good tea ” 

So all through life, Rusbn loved to bring happi- 
ness to others, and, still more, t6 show them the 
way to get it for themselves. But his powers of 
teaching wer^ failing, and for the last eleven years 
of his Me the voice and pen which had stnven to 
reveal to us the beauties of art and nature were 
afent, worn out in our service His love of nature 
was, however, with him to the end He died at his 
beloved Brantwood and lies buned near Lake 
■Coniston. A grave was offend for him m West- 
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spoke severely about the sms of theatre-goers and 
card-players She also went to chapel regularly, and 
It IS probable that when her son sat beside her m the 
family pew he was storing the pictures which we find 
m his poem ChristmasEm — * the fat weary woman,” 
with her umbrella “a wieck of whalebones,” 
and the “httle old-faced, peakmg, sister-turned- 
mother of the sickly babe,” who trudged to chapel 
through the ram, adding “her tribute to the door- 
mat, soppmg.” There is also a picture of the “ hawk- 
nosed, lugh-cheek-boned Professor” who moimted 
up 

By the creaking rail to the lecture-desk, 

Step by step, dehberate 

Because of his cranium’s over-freight. 

Robert was a handsome fearless child, and even 
at two years of age he showed signs of a hkmg for 
music, painting, and rhyme. The story is told that 
when his mother was pressmghira to swallow some 
unpleasant medicme, she was startled by the boy 
shoutmg with the cup m his hand* 

Good people all who wish to see 
A boy take phySic, look at me. 

His first paintmg was a cottage which he drew 
with a lead pencil and coloured with red currant 
juice. His high spirife led lum mto pranks, and it 
was thought Eest to send him to a Dame’s school 
to be kept m cf der. The mistress soon saw that he 
was no ordinary boy. She quickly taught him 'to 
read, and his mind was full of fairy stories whidb , 
"he made mto plays for the other children to act.' 
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Robert’s quickness made the parents of the other 
children suspicious that he was receiving more than 
his fair share of attention, and the result of their 
complamts was that Mr Brownmg was requested 
to take his boy away. 

The next school to which Robert was sent was 
kept by the Misses Ready, who had more advanced 
pupils to compete with him Brownmg tells us that 
these ladies took a-personal interest m the children’s 
hair, which was daily oiled and brushed whilst they 
sang m chorus “Twinkle, twinkle little star,” and 
other songs from Watts’s hymn-book He spent 
there, he says, “ seven unhappy years,” and, writing 
of these days in his poem Pauhne, he hkens 
himself to 

a god, 

Wandenng after beauty, or a giant, 

Standing vast m the sunset — ^an old hunter, 
Talking with gods — , or a high-crested chief. 
Sailing with troops of fnends to Tenedos 

It seems as if these fanciful longmgs and dream- 
pictures were part of his musmgs when he was 
having his hair brushed at the Ready school, or as 
a small boy sittmg on the floor of the home study: 

They came to me in my first dawn of life, 

Which passed alone with wisest ancient books, 

AH halo-girt with fancies of my own. 

These wisest books of which he writes were 
probably the volumes which Imed the shelve of 
the wen-fiimished library of his father’s house, 
llere he ^nt.naany hours reading and dreaming, 
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his fancies moving with the tale he was reading; 
for Browning could never separate himself from 
the people whose story he was wnting Whilst as 
a boy he lived and dreamed m this old library with 
Its world of himters, chiefs and gods, he used to 
set some time apart for the serious work of pre- 
parmg Jumself to be a poet ; and the best way, he 
thought, was to read through all the words with 
their meanmgs m Johnson’s Dtcttonary of the Eng- 
lish Language. This would have proved dull work 
to most boys, but Browning foimd entertainment 
in It 

He was twelve years old when Byron died. He 
did not, as Tennyson did, cut the poet’s name on 
the rocks, but he was deeply grieved, and twenty 
years later he wrote “I would at any time have 
gone to see a curl of his hair, or one of his gloves ’* 
In the first volume of poetry Brownmg pubhshed, 
Incondita, there is much which suggests that he 
had been reading Byron’s verse But there was 
also much m common between him and Tennyson, 
notm their poetry, but in their knowledge of, and 
dehght in, flowers and animals. When hvmg m 
Italy Browmng could by a low whistle entice the 
lizards baskmg m the sunshine to crawl to his side. 
His pet geese would follow him about like dogs and 
nestle m his arms His pockets were filled with 
frogs, toads, or any creatures to which he took a 
fancy He loved to spend his hohdays lymg under 
the trees which stood above Camberwell church 
Near him the shy birds would hop and ahght on. 
his body, as he watched their every movement 
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with an eye which saw and remembered In Ptppa 
Passes he recalls those days: 

There was nought above me, and nought below 
My childhood had not learned to know ' 

For, what are the voices of birds 
— ^Ay, and of beasts — ^but words — our words. 

Only 80 much more sweet, 

The knowledge of that with my hfe begun! 

In Pauhne there are a few Imes which show us still 
more vividly the magic power given to the poet of 
entering m imagmation mto the life of nature: 

I can mount with the bird, 

Leaping ainly his pyramid of leaves 

And twisted boughs of some tall mountain tree. 

Or rise cheerfully spnngmg to the heavens. 

Or hke a fish, breaAe-m the mommg air 
In the misty sun-warm water. 

Thi§^ft of findmg a way mto the souls and minds 
of the bemgs of whom he wrote breathes life into 
all the poetry of Browmng. He loved nature, but, 
as he often said, he loved men and women better. 
And this is one of the marks of his poetry to be 
noted m comparing it with that of Tennyson and 
Matthew Arnold. 

Browmng Jbd,im^sf the training of a public 
school nor the delighte of compamonthip with men 
of his own age at the’university. After his school- 
days at Camberwell came to an end, his parents 
«:^ged a tutor to help him at home, and for a few 
monuis he studied Greek at Umversity College, 
London IJis-chief edueation, he says, hs, gained 
through tcavel» and his favourite journey always 



ROBERT BROWNING 


47 

brought him to Italy. There, when he married, he 
took his mvalid wife, Elizabeth Barrett, a writer of 
poetry like himself 

Mr and Mrs Browmng made their home m 
Florence and there the only child, a son, was born. 
Here also Browmng wrote much of his poetry — ^not, 
however, Paracelsus, pubhshed when he was only 
twenty-three, and regarded by some as his highest 
work • 

The poetry of Brownmg is full of difficulties, and 
perhaps none of it is more hard to understand than 
S^ddh, another early work It is said that "the 
lamous writer, Douglas Jerrold, tried to read it 
when he was just recovering from an illness, and, 
failing to grasp its meamng, called out in alarm and 
horror, “Oh, God, I am an idiot*” He believed 
that his illness had made him mad A puzzled 
reader once asked Brownmg himself to explam a 
difficult passage in the poem, the answer was: 
“Just take from it what meamng you like.” 

It must not be thought that the writer of this 
difficult verse was a dull, solemn man — ^far from 
it Brownmg was, m fact, fond of fine clothes 
and was always well dressed, lookmg very much 
more like a successful bank ffirector, or hamster, 
than a man of letters. Iie.ijJ;fidgQod food, too, and, 
as gre^ le company ; yjsitors who called at his home 
were wil®ffi®l with both hands. 

For an example of poetry written in gay and 
rapid narrative we may turn to How they brought 
tJw good News from Ghent to Atx. In this spinted^ 
piece we find many characteristic quahties of the’ 
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verse of Browning, which distinguish it from the 
work of other English poets The poem is founded 
upon his journey to Moscow with the Russian 
consul, when they rode thither, going mght and day 
as fast as horses could carry them. 

I 

I sprang to the stirrup, and Jons, and he; 

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three; 

“Good speed,” cned the watch, as the gate-bolts undrew; 
“Speed*” echoed the walls to us galloping through; 
Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest, 

And into the midnight we galloped abreast. 

n 

Not a word to each other, we kept the great pace 
Neck by neck, stnde by stnde, never ch a nging our place; 
I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight. 

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique nght. 
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chamed slacker die bit, 

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit . 

IV 

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun. 

And against him the cattle stood black every one. 

To stare thro’ the mist at us galloping past, 

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last. 

With’ resolute shoulders, each buttmg away 
The haze, as some bluff nver headland its spray: 

V 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back 
For my voice, and the other packed out on his track; 

And one eye’s black mtelhgence — ever that glance 
O’er tte white edge at me, his own master, askance* 

And the thick heavy spume — ^flakes which aye and anon 
ms fie^ hp® shook upwards in gaUopiog on. 
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In this quotation we may see the rhmute care with 
which Browning studied the features of a landscape 
or the habits of a horse and his rider It is interestmg 
to notice how the story is told m part by facts, and 
m part by the omission of facts. He pomts to the 
three riders galloping along. They nde to a town , 
we know that it is a fortress for the gates must be 
unbolted; it must belong to friends for the watch- 
man bids the travellers “ good spe§d ” Clearly the 
rider is a good horseman smce he contrives to 
tighten the girths and shorten the stirrups without 
reducmg the horse’s pace, and the rapidity of this 
pace IS suggested by the appearance of the cattle 
as black dots against the sun 

Boys and girls who love horses will notice how 
cleverly the poet has touched the picture of a horse 
at full gallop — ^the white froth fallmg in flakes from 
the hps At the top of his strength he is rushmg 
along, shoulders bent forward, one ear bent back- 
ward to hear his nder’s voice: the other pricked to 
catch the sounds of the road* the head low, the 
right eye just turned back as if to find the wishes 
of the man 

This poem also gives a good example of what is 
called “ anapaestic ” metre. This means that we can 
divide each Ime of the poem mto four divisions, 
known as “ feet,” and each foot has, as a rule, three 
syllables, and in each foot the accent falls on the 
last syllable . for mstance : 

Neck by n^ck, | stnde by stride, | never ch4ng|ing our pMce 

The verse is lyrical, but many of Brownmg’s 
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poems, including his longest, The Ring and the 
Rooky are written m blank verse The and 
the Book IS a very long poem, having about twenty 
thousand Imes. When it was published a famous 
hterary journal called it “the most profound 
spiritual treasiure that England has had smce 
Shakespeare.” 

'A poem better known to boys and girls is The 
Pted Piper of Hamelin, which tells how the Pied 
Piper, who ]^d 

a secret charm, to draw 
All creatures hving beneath the sun. 

That creep or swim or fly or run 
After me so as you never saw I 

charmed away, by his music, the host of rats that 
troubled the town of Hamelm 

Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats. 
Grave old plodders, gay yoimg fnskers. 

Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins. 

Cocking tails and pnckmg whiskers, 

Famihes by tens and dozens, 

Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives — 

Followed the Piper for their hves. 

The Mayor and Corporation, however, refused to 
pay the proper fee for this deliverance and the 
Piper took his revenge He began another tune 
upon his pipe and this time all the children fol- 
lowed him out of the town till they came to the side 
of a TOuntem where 
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A wondrous portal opened wide 
As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed, 

And the Piper advanced and the children followed. 
And when all were in to the very last, 

The door m the mountain side shut fast. 

Thus were the Hamelm folk severely punished for 
their ingratitude, and at the end of the poem 
Browmng pomts the moral: 

So, Willy, let me and you be wipers 
Of scores out with all men — espeaally pipers : 

And, whether they pipe us free, from rats or from mice, 
If we’ve promised them aught, let us keep our promise 

In Rd)bt Ben Ezra we meet a wise, just, tender 
old man The Rabbi is an aged Jew grown good 
and wise through much pam and sorrow Brownmg 
m this poem seeks to show to us his belief, that even 
out of evil good can come and that characters are 
ennobled by suffenng 

Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth’s smoothness rough. 

Each sting that bids nor sit, nor stand, but go! 

Be our joys three-parts pam 

Strive, and hold cheap the stram- 
Learn, nor account the pang . dare, never grudge the throe. 

In Pippa we have a pure soul shadowed by the 
dark worWs of evil. Pippa Passes is a poem about 
a little miU-girl workmg m the factones of a rich 
merchant lady who has a fine home in Asolo One 
day a year is given as a hohday to her workers and 
Pippa, eager to make the most of her happy freedom, 
thinks she will go out to beautiful Asolo and see 
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the home of her employer It is mid-day and the 
shutters of the mansion are closed. ’Pippa wanders 
up and down in front of them, picturing to herself 
the peace and joy which lies behind the darkened 
wmdows: 

The year’s at the spring 
And day’s at the morn; 

Monung, at seven , 

The hiU-side’s dew-pearled; 

The lark’s on the wmg, 

The snail’s on the thorn: 

God’s in His heaven — 

All’s nght with the world! 

The two wicked ones behind the curtains hear her 
childish voice, and Sebald says 

God’s m His heaven Do you hear that? Who spoke? 

And the temptation which he had felt to sin is 
taken away by the innocent Pippa’s voice. He says : 

That httle peasant’s voice 
Has nghted all agam 

...God’s m His heaven. 

Ottima, who is a wicked woman, does not notice 
the change which Pippa’s words have made m her 
companion, and coldly explains who the girl is: 

Oh — ^that htde ragged girl, 

She must have rested on the step we give them 
But this one hohday the whole year round. 

Did you ever see our silk-mills — ^their inside? 

The moral of the tale is that shoeless, half- 
starved, overworked Pippa is both happier and 



ROBERT BROWNING 53 

nearer to heaven than her nch, idle mistress The 
joy of evil subdued, the tnumph of suffermg 
bravely borne, and the triumph of love over hate, 
of truth over falseness, are the lessons Browmng 
tned to learn in life, and m that farewell poem 
which was published at the moment of his own 
death, he calls out to us as he crosses the dark river 
the words of his faith: 

One who never turn’d his back’but march’d breast 
forward, 

Never doubted clouds would break, 

Never dream’d, though nght were worsted, wrong 
would tnumph. 

Held we fall to nse, are baffled to fight better, 

Sleep to wake 

H(EL^4jjcl A^^nice just as the wires were sendmg 
hjm ajmessaj;e telhng him of the favourable re- 
c eptioh ol P his last poem. His body was taken at 
j&rst to be buned on the island of San Michele, 
a flotilla of gondolas following behind the funeral 
barge Two days later it was brought home to 
England and laid m the poets’ comer of West- 
mmster Abbey. 


ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 

Elizabeth Barrett was bom in i8o6> six years 
before Robert Browning Her girlhood was spent 
at Hope End near Ledbury, where her father, a nch 
Indian merchant, had built himself a home with 
Moonsh wmdows filled with stained glass. One of 
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these let the light into Elizabeth’s bedroom, which 
she has pictured for us in veise. 

The walls 

Weie green, the carpet was pure green, the straight 
Small bed was curtained greenly, and the folds 
H un g green about the window which let in 
The outdoor world with all its greenery 
You could not push your head out and escape 
A dash of dawn-dew from the honeysuckle 

From this room she would in the night creep out 

To shp downstairs through all the sleepy house 
As mute as any dream, then escape.. 

And wander on the hills an hour or two, 

Then back again before the house should stir. 

She and her friends played m the day-time 
malung gardens, and Elizabeth loved to grow 
flowers on the beds m the shape of a man. She 
would sow the seeds to make him coats of deep brown 
pansies, and waistcoats of gay pmks, and always for 
his eyes there must be deep blue gentians She had 
a wonderful gift for learmng and, as a fairy-like 
httle figure of eight, used to sit on cushions propped 
up against the wall of her room writing verses. A 
tutor was engaged to teach her Greek and she sat 
reading Homer with a book in one hand and a 
doU in the other. At eleven she had finished her 
.(^ic poem Marathon, which her father proudly 
ptmted Her grandmother did not approve of all 
tkus readmg and wntmg, and uled to say that she 
woultj^far rather see Elizabeth hemming her dusters 
more carefully. However, in spite of her know- 



ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 55 

ledge she was a very happy httle girl, BlgipogJuder 
and-seek , or flying ^ong the lanes on “ Moses,” her 
little black pony, her long dark ringlets hanging 
down each side of her pale face. But one day an 
accident happened which ended all this joy; as she 
was trying to saddle her pony in a field, she fell and 
the saddle rolled on top of her, severely injuring her 
spine, and taking away from her all power to move. 
For months she lay on her back. Soon after this 
her mother died, and her father, having lost much 
of his money, had to sell the beloved Hope End, 
with its beautiful hills and trees, and move his 
family to a house in London 

Elizabeth, though now an invalid, contmued to 
write poetry, and when she was twenty-six Pro- 
metheus Bound was published, and one year later 
The Seraphim Then another great sorrow befell 
her. Very unwiUmgly she had been taken to 
Torquay for a change of air, and there, during her 
visit, her beloved brother, who had come down to 
see her, was accidentally drowned. This grief, she 
wrote, “ gave a mghtmare to her life for ever,” and 
the moan of the sea beating the shore sounded in 
her ears like his funeral dirge. 

From this time onward Miss Barrett led a very 
quiet life. She hated to see strangers, and her habits 
of living, she said, “were like &ose of a bird m a 
cage, and he would have as good a story as I had.” 
But at the very moment when her future looked 
most dark, a fairy prmce was commg to give her 
all the j'oys of the gayest singmg bird, and to carry 
her away with him to the south. 
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One day, her cousin, Mr Kenyon, brought the 
poet Robert Browning to see her They knew each 
other’s writings, but had not met. In a short time 
they became lovers, but her father would not listen 
to an engagement “I have no objection to the 
yoimg man,” he said, “but my daughter should 
have been thmkmg of another world.” However, 
he managed to see her three times a week without 
Mr Barrett’s knowledge Matters, however, came 
to a head when the doctor ordered her to Italy for 
her health Robert Browning took her affairs into 
his own hands, and early one morning Elizabeth 
was helped by her maid to climb the altar steps of 
St Pancras Church, and there Browning made her 
his wife The marnage was kept secret, and a week 
later Mrs Brownmg crept away from her home 
while her family were at dinner; her husband was 
waitmg for her and they left the country for Italy. 

Although Mr Barrett came to know what a 
happy mamed life his daughter enj'oyed and that 
her health had greatly improved, nothing would 
ever reconcile him to her mamage. They, there- 
fore, never met agam, for she felt she could 
not .come back to a home where she was not 
welcome. Perhaps there has never been another 
marriage of two such poets. When Wordsworth 
died, there had been some who thought that 
Miss Barrett should be chosen to fill his place as 
poet-laureate. 

Her husband’s love not only crowned her life 
with happmess, but inspired her to write the 
noblest po^ry. Her Sormets from the Portuguese 
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I are Uke the exquisite melody which an imprisoned 
(bird would pour out m joy at the recovery of his 
ifreedom Many great men have given expression 
m the finest verse to their feehngs of love, but 
Mrs Browning is the only woman who has used 
the highest gifts of poetry in making us understand 
the beauty, the delicacy, the tenderness of a wife’s 
heart For this reason her work will always take 
a place amongst great poetry , 

About this time a government commission was 
appomted to enquire mto the cruel treatment of 
little children by the great mill-owners of Lanca- 
shire When Mrs Browiung read its report, her 
heart was touched by the account it gave of the 
starvmg factory hands and the misery endured by 
the boys and girls who were forced to spend long 
hours working in pits and factones She wrote 
The Cry of the Chdfbren^ an appeal to the world for 
pity for these Enghsh slaves . 

I 

Do ye hear the children weeping, O my brothers, 

Ere the sorrow comes with years? 

They are leamng their young heads against their mothers. 
And that cannot stop their tears 
The young lambs are bleatmg m the meadows, 

The young birds are chirpmg in the nest, 

The young fawns are plajrmg with the shadows. 

The young flowers are blowmg toward the west — 

But the young, young children, O my brothers. 

They are weepmg bitterly f 
They are weeping m die playtime of the others. 

In the country of the free .. 
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VI 

“For oh,” say the children, “we are weary. 

And we cannot run or leap 
If we cared for any meadows, it were meiely 
To drop down in them and sleep 
Our knera tremble sorely m the stooping, 

We fall upon our faces, trying to go 
And, underneath our heavy eyehds drooping. 

The reddest flower would look as pale as snow; 
For, all day, we drag our burden tinng 
Through the coal-dark underground — 

Or, all day, we drive the wheels of iron 
In the factones, round and round ” 

Although this moving appeal seemed to bear no 
immediate fruit, its noble vrords probably hastened 
the Act of Parliament which led to the formation 
of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Children. 

The Brownings lived from time to time in various 
parts of Italy, but they finally settled m Casa Gmdi 
in Florence There their baby boy was born m 
1849. The home of the two poets became the house 
of call for many famous people who visited Italy, 
and amongst these visitors was the great Amencan 
writer, Nathaniel Hawthorne. He tells us that he 
found Mrs Brovmmg curled up peacefully on the 
M>fa of her room, her little boy by her side learning 
to read. She was a small figme, with pale cheeks, 
dark eyes and rm^ete of dark brown hair hanging 
on side of ijfst face. At that time she was busily 
writing her long poem Aurora Leigh, which she 
kept hidden under the cushion, and motp when no 
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one was present Another American caller has 
prettily desciibed her as “a soul of fire enclosed m 
a shell of pearl ” 

She died in Florence in 1861 and the citizens 
of the Italian city mourned for her, and erected 
a tablet to her memory on the front of Casa 
Gmdi. 


WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY 

In 1815, when the great war against Napoleon was 
brought to an end by the battle of Waterloo, William 
Makepeace Thackeray, who was later, m his novel 
Vamty Fairy to tell us much about the famous 
battle, was just four years old. He was bom in 
India and, hke all English children born in that hot 
climate, was brought to England at an early age. 
He tells us that he could not remember much about 
India except its crocodiles, and the tall thin man, 
his father, whom he was never to see again But 
little Billy, as his mother called him, never forgot 
the big ship in which he sailed home, nor the black 
servant who took charge of him on ^e voyage. 

It was a very long journey in those days, for there 
was no short cut home through the Suez canal, so 
every vessel had to sail round by the Cape of Good 
Hope, furthermore, all the ships were saihng-ships, 
for steam-engmes had not yet been generally 
adapted to ships The vessel which earned Billy 
Thackeray home called at the Island of St Helena,* 
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where Napoleon Bonaparte was imprisoned, and 
m one of his books Thackeray says: “When our 
ship touched this island my black servant took me 
a long walk over rocks and hills until we reached 
a garden, where we saw a man walking. ‘ There is 
Bonapaite,’ said the negro, ‘ and he eats three sheep 
every day, and all the little children he can lay 
hands upon.’ ” 

Soon after Thackeray had come home to live 
with his grandmother, his father died, and then his 
mother mamed Major Henry Carmichael Smyth, 
a simple, chamung gentleman, whom his step-son 
came to love dearly, he has, moreover, made all 
the world admire him in the character of Colonel 
Newcome m The Newcomes. 

Thackeray was now sent to school. I|e did not 
hke.it at all, and long afterwards wrote of itlh bitter 
words^ It was, he said, “governed by a homble 
Ettletyrant, who made our young hves so miserable 
that I remember kneeling by my httle bed of a 
night and saymg, ‘Pray God, I may dream of 
mother'”’ ^vas his next school, and 

he named it phiy^t^house, because the boys were 
soH&utal to eadn other. Here he had his nose 
broken, and when the wound was mended his 
pretty face had quite lost its beauty. Luckily, by 
tbis time his mother and Major Smyth had come 
to.hve in England, and the lonely schoolboy had 
at last a pleasant home and a lovmg welcome 
'aiiputing him every hohday 

A?great many famous men had been educated at 
On^teithDuse school and Thackeray was proud 
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of being a Carthusian, when he grew up he de- 
lighted to remind us m his book, The English 
HumounstSy that Steele, Addison and many other 
celebrated men had, as boys, cut their names on the 
desks and played around the walls 

Thacker ay doeanotvseem tp have been a brilhant 
boy^nor to have impressed the headmaster upon 
his"^ rival, for, after examimng him, he was over- 
heard saying to a junior master m a voice of 
thunder, “ This boy. kAOwa nothing and will just 
do for, the lowest form ” The haughty chief little 
thought that the boy was one day to become a great 
novelist and to depict the headmaster himself m 
one of his books — Pmdenms. In this novel 
Thackeray calls himself Arthur and tells us a good 
deal both about his own schooldays and his after 
life—* — 

In his last term at school he wrote to his mother, 
“ I really think I am becommg terribly mdustrious, 
though I can’t get the Head to think so .There are 
but three hundred and seventy boys m the school. I 
wish there were only three hundred and sixty-nine ” 
Soon after this he left, and was entered at Tnnity 
College, Cambridge. But even here he did not 
learn much There is no doubt that he was lazy; 
he confesses it himself, but adds that “ all his faults 
were of the fourpenny order, and that the, woys t 

Whatever they ^ 

were, they p .reyettfedJmB.faim.^ge^^ good 
^t of th e 

^bESeTET’^ v^happy, and m.hi& volume called 
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Christmas Books we have amusing caricatures of the 
people he met In The Kickleburys on the Rhine 
he calls himself Mr Titmarsh, and tells of his 
arnval on the banks of the Rhme and of the 
receptions m the royal palace of Pumpernickel, 
which IS Weimar in the days of its ducal rule. 
Mr Titmarsh goes to all the tea-parties and the 
gay assemblies of the place, and meets the snobbish 
Kickleburys of Juondon, from whom the little 
satire takes its title. 

VSHien Thackeray was ^eajy-soae he came mto 
a foitime inherited from His father, which gave him 
an incojM. df a yw He had long considered 
^t Eis talents were suited to journalism, so he 
purchased the newspaper known as The National 
Standard. But his mvestment was very unlvrcky, 
and in a short time he had spent all his money. As 
he was now faced with the problem of earning a 
hving, he started work as an artist m Paris and in 
most of his books we find pictures drawn by himself. 

Just at^e critical tune when he had spent all 
his moneyTTie became engaged to an Irish girl, 
Isabella Shawe. In twenty years, he said, Siey 
hoped to get married. However, their waitmg was 
short, for he was imexpectedly given the post of 
Pans correspondent of an English paper, and their 
marriage took place at once. Once more lU-luck 
cme ; t he paper fa iled, the little hwiSeln^aris wah 
um linObie TOung. wuple c;aine home, to 
to seek employment. 
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lution for The Times. Carlyle was so much pleased 
with the criticism that he sought out the young 
reviewer and has left for us this description of 
Thackeray. “ j^balfTmons^ous Cornish giant, kind 
of painter, Cambridge man, and Paris ne^ ^p aner 
9 ^?espondent, who is now writing for his 
I^pn^on.” That was exactly what Thackeray was 
domg — ^“wntmg for his hfe ” His London home, 
though humble, was a very happy one, for he had 
with him his wife and two httle girls 
But these joys were not to last long His wife’s 
health failed and she gradually grew worse, until 
at last the light of reason died out of her mmd 
Though she hved for forty years longer than her 
husband, she never again Imew anyone or took 
any notice of what was happening around her 
"V^en her illness became mcurable, the small house 
in Great Coram Street was shut up, and the two 
little girls went to live with their great-grand- 
mother, “who found them too young” Their 
father, though he was broken-hearted, ^ept a lovmg 
memory of his short time of happiness, and long 
afterwards wrote to a fnend about to be married: 
“Although my own marnage was a wreck, I would 
do It agam, for behold, love is the crown and com- 
pletion of all earthly good. The maa.n dyQJs.afm^ 
oitihe future never des era54- Qtie ” 
^Tws'^aTout'mTtiiS^t Tj3adse£83ww» m- 

He was one of its 
earh^t contnbutors and for ten years he kept the 
world merry with his jokes and cartoons. H p w as 
never jrokand, but he xidioikiifatojess aa4 sffia' 
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and hated .all ibnns of pretence It was in Punch 
that lie first began to wnte his essays on snobs A 
snob, he tells us, is a “man who meanly admires 
mean things ” It is a word with so many sides to 
It that perhaps it can best be made clear by a 
quotation from the description of a snob, which 
Thackeray wrote in days when a man was valued 
more for aristocratic birth or wealth than for 
goodness and vurttie: 

If you go down for five shillings look at the “ College 
Youths”, you may see one sneaking down the court 
without a tassel to his cap , another with a gold or silver 
fringe to his velvet trencher, a third lad with a master’s 
gown and hat, walking at ease over the sacred College 
grass-plats, which common men must not tread on 

He may do it, because he is a nobleman Because he is a 
lord the umversity gives him a degree at the end of tvro 
years, which another is seven m acquiring Because he is a 
lord, he has no call to go through an examination The lads 
with gold and silver lace are sons of nch gentlemen, and 
called Fellow Commoners ; they are pnvilegedto feed better 
than the pensioners, and to have wine with their victuals, 
which the latter can only get m their rooms 

The unlucky boys who have no tassels to their caps are 
calledsizers — servitors atOxford — (a verypretty and gentle- 
manlike tide) Adistmction is made in their clothes because 
they are poor ; forwhichreason they wear abadge of poverty, 
and are not allowed to take their meals with their fellow- 
students 

Though Thackeray wrote severely of the mean- 
nesses of people, he had a loving and tender heart, 
and m his daughter’s^ memoirs of her father, she 

^ JLady Ritchxe, 
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tells how, when they were httle, he used to write 
long letters in a big handwntmg to her and her 
sister, using a different hand for each child so that 
they might know at once for whom the letter was 
meant. In one he teases Nanny about her spelhng 
and says * 

How glad I am that it is a black Puss not a black Nuss 
you have got I thought you did not know how to spell 
nurse, and had spelt it en-you-double-ess, but I see the 
spelhng gets better as the letters grow longer, they cannot 
be too long for me .. I would sooner have you gentle and 
humble-mmded than ever so clever Who was bom on 
Chnstmas Day? Somebody who was so great, that all the 
world worships Him so good that all the world loves 
Him . and so gentle that He never spoke an unkmd word 
And there is a httle sermon and a great deal of love and 
affection from Papa 

The Boo\of Snobs brought Thack^ay fame, and 
he was able once more to make a home for his httle 
girls Ever afterwards he kept them with him, 
taking them over to Paris when his work took him 
there ^ 

Veiy often the two little sisters sat as models for 
the drawings that were to illustrate his books,^ and 
it was to please them that he wrote the “fireside 
pantomime for great and small children” called 

fill Its pages, 
for mstance, 

stick came to call upon the Prmce and Prmcess, 
Gruffanuff, the porter, “ not only demed them, but 
made the most odious vulgar sign as he was gomg to' 


I the Ring, and drew the pictures which 
'TfteUbry IS full of fun ; m Chapter iv, 
, we read how when the Fairy Black- 
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slam the door m the Fairy’s face > ” and how Black- 
stick then waved her wand and Gruffanuff “felt 
himself rising off the ground, and fluttering up 
agamst the door, and then, as if a screw ran into 
his stomach, he felt a dreadful pain there, and was 
pinned to the door, and then his arms flew up over 
his head; and his legs, after writhing about wildly, 
twisted under his body, and he felt cold, cold, 
growing over hmgi, as if he was turning into metal, 
and he said ‘0-o-H’ml’ and could say no more, 
because he was dumb He was turned into metal i 
He was, from bemg brazen, brass^ He was neither 
more nor less than a knocker ' ” 

Motley, the American historian, has left us a 
description of Thackeray after he had met him m 
London “ He has the appearance of acolossal infant, 
smooth* white, shmy nn^ety hair, flaxen, alas, with 
advanang years, a roundish face, with a little dab of 
appose upon which it is a perpetual wonder how he 
keeps his spectacles, a sweet but rather piping voice, 
with somethmg of the childish treble about it, and 
a. very talh^hghdy stooping figure — such are the 
characteristics of the great ‘snob ’ of Englaii,4*” 

""Tt is mterestmg to read this description of 
Thackeray by a man who knew him, but it is not 
fair to call him either a snob, or a cyme, that is, one 
who does not believe m the goodness of human 
nature, and who sneers at and criticises everythmg 
Whei^Thagkeray published his„ novel Fampf Fair 
spj^^eof^,ihwight that he was too hard upoh 
Fniman but he says that “he wrote of a set 
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of men and women hvmg without God m the 
world, greedy, pompous men, perfectly satisfied 
for the most part, and at their ease about their 
superior virtue ” 

In this novel we meet the disagreeable, but 
clever, adventuress Becky Sharpe, the Sedleys, 
foolish Amelia, and dear old Dobbm who loves 
everybody All these people are just what Thacke- 
ray meant them to be 

In his novels he hkes to show us the wicked 
people punished, thus in Esmond, the great his- 
torical novel which introduces us to the Jacobite 
England of the Pretender, we read of the beautiful 
young Beatrix breaking men’s hearts in an easy, 
careless fashion At the end of her life we meet 
her again Her temper is soured, her face is 
wrinkled, no one heeds her and she passes her 
days m gambhng and card-playing. Very different 
IS the picture of old age Thackeray gives us m The 
Newcomes It is an old age of poverty, for the 
Lionel has sunk from comfort to the poverty of a 
pensioner of his old school, but he is not soured. 

Thackeray wrote this novel while he was hvmg 
in Pans, and he was so deeply moved himself that 
Annette, the cook, as he tells us, “came mt^ the 
salon to find me blubbenng m a comer, I was 
wnting about the death of Colonel Newcome ” 
This IS the passage 

At the usual eveiung hour, the chapel bell began to toll, 
and Thomas Newcome’s hands outside the bed feebly beat 
a time And just as the last bell struck, a peculiar sweet 
smile shone over his face, and he lifted up lus head a httlfe 

s — a 
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and quickly said, “ Adsum 1 ” and fell back It was the word 
we used at school, when names were called, and lo, he, 
whose heart was as that of a httle child, had answered to 
his name, and stood m the presence of The Master. 

Before the end of his life Thackeray became well 
known as a lecturer; he was very successful both in 
England and Amenca, and the money he made 
enabled him to leave his little gurls a fortune 
Thackeray worked irregularly, but when he died 
at the age of fifty-two he left behind him the fame 
of a great novelist and a lovable Englishman. 

CHARLES DICKENS 

Although Dickens was six months younger than 
Thackeray, he made a name for himself m England 
much earlier, and Thackeray says with laughing 
jealousy: “I could not get near Dickens who is 
makmg ten thousand a year and he is very angry 
with me for saymg so.” The two novehsts were 
nvals and though both were men of gemus, those 
who read their books have never yet been able to 
agree which was the greater story-teller. Thackeray, 
who was a very sharp observer, noticed this at once, 
and wrote: “Dickens knows that my books are a 
protest agamst his — ^that is, if his are true, then mine 
must be false. 'ExAPukwick is an exception, it is a 
capital book. It is like a glass of good English ale.” 
When Thackeray died, Dickens wrote in The Com- 
Ml Magazine i “No one can be surer than I, of the 
greatness and goodness of his heart.” 

T^ou^ Djstem was born at Pc^mouth, where 
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his father was a clerk in the navy pay office, he was, 
hke Thacker^, a true Londoner Practically ^s 
Tmole life was spent within a circle drawn round 
London to include Rochester, Gadshill and Chat- 
ham. His father moved to Chatham when his son 
was four years old and there the boy hved imtil he 
was nme. As a child he was very delicate and unfit 
to play rough games, so most of his time was spent 
m his room readmg over and oyer agam the few 
books he had He had a quamt little game of always 
pretendmg that he was the hero of the tale he was 
readmg. All his life he was fond of playing this 
game of make-beheve, and, had he wished, could 
probably have been a famous actor Luckily for us, 
he was overtaken by a sudden illness upon the night 
when he was to be given a chance “ to walk on ” at 
a theatre. 

At the age of seven Dickens was sent to a school 
which had fields and woods aroimd it, where the 
boys could play He was very happy there and 
spent many hours acting his tales under the trees. 
But suddenly things went wrong at home, money 
became short, and the family moved to a very poor 
house m a dull street in London After this there 
was no more happy school time for Charles, m- 
stead, he had to help his mother to do the house- 
work, to black the boote, and wash the dishes There 
were now six children to feed, and the father, a 
kmd man, but idle and careless, got deeper and 
deeper into debt, and finally was forced to go to 
prison — ^the famous Marshalsea, of which his son 
has written m Davtd Copperfield. 
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When Mr Dickens was taken away to a debtor’s 
prison, everything was sold, “ even the boy’s bed 
going for an old song,” and Charles thought “what 
a dismal song it must have been to sing ” In David 
Copperfidd we have an account of the arrest of his 
father, who is depicted as Mr Micawber. He told 
David that “the God of day had now gone down 
upon him,, and his little son really thought that 
his heart was broken, but m the afternoon he was 
seen to play a hvely game of skittles ” 

This was the most miserable time m the life of 
Dickens, and he never spoke of it if he could help 
His mother and brother and sisters, having no home 
of their own, went to hve m the prison with their 
father, whilst poor little Charles was sent to work 
m a factory for makmg blacbng His work was to 
tie on labels and to cover the pots neatly with 
paper, and his wage was a week No wonder the 
boy was sad he seemed t^av^ost all his beautiful 
dream-world for ever, and felt that he would never 
agam have books to read, or happy hours of leisure 
in which to read them 

He felt hroself to be a poor, neglected, forgotten 
ch ild,~ Ija^fed,. overworked, and poorly clad. In 
Davtd Copperfidd he tells us the story of the 
miseries he endured. Every Sund ay he spent with 
l ^s fam ib{.ia.prisoi]|.. Yet in ^ite of all he suffered, 
his observant nund was at work, and from this time 
onward he was storing m it pictures of the people 
who were later to appear in the novels and delight 
che world 

The Dickens family were luckily set free by a 
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legacy, which enabled the father to pay his debts and 
get work as a reporter So, at twelve years old, Charles 
found himself once more a happy schoolboy, but 
with a knowledge of misery and wickedness behind 
him, which is rarely acqmred by an old man But 
this period of happiness did not last long, for m 
two years his parents took him from school and 
made him a clerk m a lawyer’s office, very probably 
the firm which kept the accounts for Betsy Trp^ 
wood and employed some viUaia like Uriah Heep^, 

Having acquired a love of learnmg, Dickens de- 
temuned to work hard and learn more, so he used to 
spend his evenmgs studying m the Bntish Museum. 
He also, with much difficulty, taught himself to 
write shorthand Then came the chance of his life: 
a reporter was needed for a daily paper and he ob- 
tamed the post He was now mneteen and found 
himself sitting m the gallery of the House of Com- 
mons workmg for his paper In Johnson’s days 
— nearly 100 years before — ^people used to report 
the speeches made there without havmg heard 
them, but by the time Dickens began his work, 
people insisted upon havmg an accurate account 
of what was said T]ji§.^Ye, Dickens his oppor- 
tunity; he had keen powers of observation ‘and a 
fiRjent style, and not only did he write good reports 
of^e~debates m the Conjmoas, but he also travelled 
about ^the country collecting news of what was 
happening m places far from London. 

This side or his work was full of adventure and 
danger In his day there was no telegraphic system 
by which news of country events could be rapidly 
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sent to the London newspaper offices. There were 
very few railways, so the reporters had to travel 
either on horseback, or in post-chaises which 
travelled at about fifteen miles an hour, a reckless 
speed m those days Moreover, there was always 
the possibility of an attack from some highway 
robber, or of a drunken postillion, or of a break- 
down m the snow Yet Dickens never failed to 
carry through the orders of his office, often writing 
his paragraphs on his knee by the jumpy light 
of a tallow candle, his mind contmually disturbed 
by the rumblmg of the coach on the rough 
roads 

Whilst he was earning his hving in this way, 
Dickens found time to write some little sketches 
and tales which he signed “Boz,” originally a pet 
name for his young brother who had been nick- 
named Moses after the vicar’s son m The Vicar of 
Wakefield. Laughingly pronounced through the 
nose It sounds “Boses” and from that it became 
“Boz,” the name under which Dickens first won 
fame as a writer. 

In his own way he tells us how he came to pnnt 
his first tale which was called Mr Mmns and Aw 
Cousth. 

“I had wntten a little something m secret, and 
one mght I dropped it, also in secret, into a dark box 
up a dark court m Fleet Street ” The story was 
read and accepted, and when, m December, 1833, 
Dickens saw his “little something” m print, his 
eyes were so dimmed with pride and joy that they 
could not bear to be seen. 
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The acceptance of Dickens’s first tale was of 
great importance to the world, for it gave him 
courage to go on, and soon afterwards The Ptchmck 
Papers came out m monthly parts Only about four 
himdred copies of the first numbers were sold, but 
by the time that the fifteenth number was pubhshed 
the whole of London was talking about it Every- 
one bought It, and read it, and people called their 
cats and dogs after the characters — Sam Weller, 
Jingle, Job Trotter, or Mrs Bardell The book, 
moreover, brought to Dickens what was for him 
a fortune, for m the end he was paid about ,^3000 
for it by his pubhshers 

The Pickwtck Papers is not an ordinary novel; 
It has no plot, and is just a collection of stones and 
scenes loosely joined together. Most of the people 
m the stories are cancatures, and sometimes Dickens 
becomes so deeply mterested m one of a man’s 
peculianties that he does not trouble to tell us about 
any other side of his character. 

The Ptchunck Papers are fuU of laughable adven- 
tures. Here is one about Mr Winkle Winkle is a 
member of the Pickwick Club of which Mr Pick- 
wick IS the chairman He is vam, and feels .that 
there is nothing he cannot do if he tries An oppor- 
tumty anses m an excursion into the country of the 
whole club, to test the boasted sportmg powers of 
Mr Winkle He tnes to shoot and only manages 
to hit a fnend, then he mounts a pair of skates and 
falls off There is not room for all the party in the 
carriage and so it is suggested that Mr Winkle might 
ride. 
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“ The very thing,” said Mr Pickwick “ Winkle, will you 
go on horseback?” 

Mr Winkle did entertain considerable misgivings in the 
very lowest recesses of his own heart, relative to his 
equestnan skill, but, as he would not have them even 
suspected on any account, he at once replied with great 
hardihood 

“Certainly I should enjoy it, of all things” The 
prmcipal [hostler] ran to assist Mr Winkle m mounting. 
“T’other side, sir, if you please ” 

“Slowed if the genl’m’n wom’t a gettin’ up on the 
wrong side,” whispered a gnnnmg post-boy to the in- 
expressibly gratified waiter 

Mr Winkle, thus instructed, climbed into his saddle, 
with about as much difficulty as he would have experienced 
m getting up the side of a ferst-rate man-of-ivar 
“All nght?” inquired Mr Pickwick, with an mward 
presentiment that it was all wrong 
“All nght,” rephed Mr Winkle faintly 
“Let ’em go,” cned the hosder “Hold him in, sir,” 
and away went the chaise, and the saddle-horse, with 
Mr Pickwick on the box of the one, and Mr Winkle on the 
back of the other, to the dehght and gratification of the 
whole inn-jrard 

“What makes him go sideways? ” said Mr Snodgrass 
“I can’t imagine,” rephed Mr Winkle His horse was 
drifting up the street m the most mystenous manner — side 
first, with his head towards one side of the way, and his 
tail towards the other 

liveJis^enes. It is al sa 
pkQfiijreoftte ]teie. wiien it was written, 
with Its account of oldEnglish inns and coaching 
at^e^Qturies, of London ’law-courts and country 
elections, of 'the miseries of prison Jbde and the 



CHARLES DICKENS 


75 

f aieties of the card-room at Bath. These and a 
undred other scenes are depicted m a spirit of 
gallopmg fun 

After Picktotck there followed many more stories. 
In them Dickens showed his power of makmg 
people weep as well as laugh He loyod children, 
and could always see the world through a child’s 
eyes. In his day the children of England were too 
often cruelly treated and made to work long hours 
in factories, sometimes as much’as ten hours each 
day Or, if sent to school, they were not given 
enough food Dickens saw these and many other 
wrongs, and determined by his stories to make 
people ashamed of them. In Nicholas Nickleby we 
have the picture of a whole school bemg given a 
spoonful of brimstone and treade to take away the 
little boys’ appetites for their meal Through the 
influence of the novels, of Dickens many of these 
ey{l§,were reformed, and the children must always 
count him as their fnend. 

Towards the end of his life Dickens bought the 
house known as Qa^s^l Place between Rochester 
and Gravesend He known the house since 
the days of his boyhood, and had formed an am- 
bition to live m it if he should ever be rich enough. 
Here he gave himself entirdy up to the work of an 
aiitfidf and public lecturer He made a tour in the 
Dhited States of America, where he lectured and 
gave readings from his own books. These drew 
very large audiences and brought him thousands 
of pounds. It, was aJOter tfeas -visit to America that 
hewrote Martin Chuzzlemt, iiijsiiidb bodk hese^ 
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hero to travel m America Some people regard 
this'as^s greatest work It certamly contains the 
immortal Sairey Gamp with her brandy bottle and 
umbrella, the worst of all possible sick nurses 
Besides amusing us, Sairey has done good, for the 
vmd picture that Dickens drew of her probably 
roused people to tram a set of district nurses to 
take proper care of sick mothers and babies. 

Dickeps’s, habits of work were very regular* and 
although he wrote so many books his way of 
wntmg was very slow. “ I go round my idea,” he 
says, “much as you see a bird go about the sugar 
m his cage before he touches it ” But once Dickens 
got mto his tale he became absorbed, talkmg 
quickly in a low voice to himself, completely lost 
m the character he was creating. 

In character he was singularly large-hearted, and 
no man ever lived nearer to the commandment, 
“Love thy neighbour as thyself” His taste in 
books was good, but limited His two favourites 
amongst the writings of his own day were Tenny- 
son’s Idylls of the Ktf^ and Carlyle’s French Revo- 
lution Of earlier literature he knew the great 
novels best — Don Quixote, Robinson Crusoe, Tom 
Jones, The Vicar of Wakefield. He had one charac- 
tenstic which the other novelists, Disraeli, Bulwer 
Lytton, Trollope and Amsworth, all shared with 
hrm. He_ loved fine clothes It is related that he 
jqppeared at a party at Holland House in an 
emerald-green coat with a velvet collar, cream- 
coloured Waistcoat, mustard-coloured trousers, and 
Blank satin tie with ^ double diamond pm and a 
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fine gold chain He also had made for himself a 
waistcoat of black satin embroidered with many- 
coloured flowers. 

The last novel he wrote was Edmn Drood. He 
sat writmg it in his summer-house m the garden 
of his house at GadshiU He had reached the 
exciting point in the tale when the hero, young 
Edwm, IS murdered Who committed the cruel 
deed will never be known, for the writer died m the 
middle of his work, his pen stoppmg its labours m 
the midst of a syllable The last words of the great 
novelist can be read in that unfinished story. When 
Carlyle learnt that he was dead he wrote, “That 
good, highly-gifted, ever friendly, noble Dickens — 
every inch of him an honest man.” 


THE BRONTES 

A GRIM legend is related of the Bronte family in 
the seventeenth century Hugh Bronte, an Irishman 
and the father of a large family, was once crossmg 
m a ship from England, when the captam found an 
ugly little boy hidden in the hold of the vessel He 
was about to toss it overboard, but Mrs Bronte, m 
the tenderness of her heart, begged her husband 
to let her adopt it. Though Welsh, as the child 
was named, soon showed his cruel and wicked 
temper, Mr Bronte became very fond of him; but 
in the end Welsh murdered and robbed his foster- 
father, and then seized the home and drove out his 
foster-brothers and sisters. Then, by false promises 
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he induced one of the sisters, Mary, to become his 
wife. 

As he had no children of his own to mherit the 
nches he had stolen, he adopted one of his wife’s 
nephews, mducmg the poor parents again by false 
promises to part with their child They never saw 
their boy, whose name was also Hugh Bronte, 
agam, and after fifteen years of slavery and starva- 
tion the lad himself escaped from his cruel master 
by jumpmg mto a nver naked. After many wild 
adventures Hugh Bronte ran away with a lovely 
bnde named Eleanor McClory, and their son, 
Patrick Bronte, was bom m a cottage at Emsdale, 
County Down, m 1777. 

Whether the whole story of the wicked Welsh is 
false or not, it was this Patrick Bronte who after- 
wards became the father of the novelists. He grew 
up to be a weaver, but as there were no lights 
strong enough for him to work his loom m the 
evemng, he spent the mghts m reading. He worked 
very hard, never allowing himself more than four 
hours of sleep, and used to sit night after night in 
the chimney-corner readmg Greek and Latm books 
by the light of the flames, or working out problems 
of Euchd with the blackened end of a split on the 
hearthstone. “Splits” were made from bog fir- 
trees and were held in the hand as a light while 
burnmg. 

In time Patrick became a schoolmaster, and in 
i8oa made his way to St John’s College, Cambndge, 
where he took his degree four years later, and vfas 
‘ordamed a dergyman of the Church of England. 
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Six years later he married Mana Branwell, a 
Cornish girl, and after working for some time as 
curate m the parish of Dewsbury became vicar of 
Thornton, near Bradford Here Charlotte, Emily 
and Anne were born A few years afterwards 
Mr Bronte was again moved — ^this time to the 
bleak moors of Yorkshire , and there at the lonely 
vicarage of Haworth — made more lonely by the 
early death of their mother — ^hi* children spent 
their lives. 

The Reverend Patrick Bronte was himself an 
author and a writer of verses, so the family were 
brought up to the busmess of makmg books, and 
story-telling was a family gift In fact, a tale was 
told at every meal, and sometimes the food would 
grow cold while the children hung on to the lips 
of their father, as he told them the temble adven- 
tures of his own father at the house of the wicked 
foundhng Welsh At supper-time the excited girls 
used to beg him to stop, lest they should be unable 
to sleep when they went to bed. 

Like Chnstma Rossetti, the J^rqjite sisters began 
first to work with their pencSs, and m their great 
'love for drawmg they nearly missed their true 
vocation of story-tellmg, but Charlotte always 
wrote tales and tells us that between her twelfth and 
her fifteenth year she had filled twenty volumes 
Perhaps they were the tmy httle black note-books 
which their father gave each child for scribbhng 
m In these they used to jot down the plays they 
mVented for themselves to act. Charlotte had a . 
great admiration for the Duke of Wellmgton, who 
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appeared m all her dramas and never failed to 
come off conqueror Occasionally a dispute arose 
amongst the children as to whether he, Hannibal, 
Bonaparte, or Caesar was the greatest, and some- 
times they had to call m their father to settle the 
question 

In order to prevent the girls being shy he used, 
when questiomng them, to make them wear a mask 
and, hidden under it, they had courage to speak 
out boldly They must have been rather unusual 
children, for when he enquired of Anne, who was 
then four, what a child like her most wanted, she 
promptly rephed, “Age and experience.” Then he 
asked Emily what to do with her naughty brother 
Branwell “ Reason with him,” answered the small 
girl of five, “and when he won’t listen to reason, 
whip him ” Fmally he turned to Charlotte, who 
was seven, and asked her what was the best book, 
next to the Bible. She promptly said, “The Book 
of Nature.” 

The rephes of these little people sound very 
priggish and we feel sure that we should not like 
them, but they were really very simple, only their 
life had been spent amongst books without games 
and with very little of the mirth which we call fun. 
Their chief outdoor joy was for the six of them to 
walk hand-m-hand towards the glorious wild moors 
round their Haworth home, mventmg for each 
other stones of the rocks and streams. Na human 
bemgs hved on the moors, but the children had 
taught themselves to believe m the giants and 
giantesses, the fairy kings and queens, and the 
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highway robbers with whom their childish fancy 
peopled them 

The real troubles of their lives began when they 
were sent to the Cowan Bridge School for the 
daughters of the clergy In Charlotte’s novel, Jane 
Eyre, we have an account of Mana Bronte there. 
She is the i^clen Bums who dies of consumption, 
caused by too little food and warmth. 

Miss Temple, the favourite, mistress, mvites 
Charlotte, who is Jane m the novel, to tea. A tray 
IS brought in. ” 

How pretty, to my eyes, did the china cups and bright 
teapot look, placed on the httle round table near the firel 
How fragrant was the steam of the beverage, and the 
scent of toast l of which, however, I, to my dismay (for I 
was begmnmg to be hungry), discerned only a very small 
portion Miss Temple discerned it too — 

“Barbara,” said she, “can you not brmg a httle more 
bread and butter? There is not enough for three ” 
Barbara went out, she returned soon — Madam, Mrs 
Harden szys she has sent up the usual quantity ” 
Mrs Harden, be it observed, was the housekeeper a 
woman after Mr Brocklehurst’s own heart, made up of 
equal parts of whalebone and iron 
“Oh, very welll” returned Miss Temple; “we .must 
make it do, Barbara, I suppose ” And as the girl withdrew, 
she added, smihng, “Fortunately, I have it in my power 
to supply defiaencies for this once ” 

Having invited Helen and me to approach the table, and 
placed before each of us a cup of tea with one dehcious, 
but thin morsel of toast, she got up, unlocked a drawer, 
and taking from it a parcel wrapped m paper, disclosed 
presently to our eyes a good-sized seed-cake 
“ I meant to give each of you some of this to take with 
w V w. 6 
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you,” said she, “but as there is so httle toast, you must 
have It now,” and she proceeded to cut shces with a 
generous hand 

We feasted that evemng as on nectar and ambrosia 

The next chapter ends with the death of Helen 
m the arms of httle Jane who has slipped into the 
sick-room, and mto the d3mig girl’s arms. 

And I clasped my arms closer round Helen, she seemed 
dearer to me than ^ver ; I felt as if I could not let her go ; 
I lay with my face hidden on her neck Presently she said 
m the sweetest tone, — 

“How comfortable I am! — ^but don’t leave me, Jane, 
I like to have you near me ” 

“I’ll stay with you, dear Helen* no one shall take me 
away ” 

“Are you warm, darlmg?” 

“Yes ” 

“Good-mght, Jane ” 

“Good-night, Helen ” 

She kissed me, and I her. and we both soon slumbered. 
When I awoke it was day, ...and Helen was — dead 

These are sad pictures of the boardmg-school 
where the sisters were educated; but not many 
comforts could be expected when all that was 
charged for the board and lodging of each sister 
was ^14 a year. 

After the death of Maria, Charlotte took the 
place of the eldest daughter, and laboured very 
seriously at her work of story-wnting. Dunng the 
holidays she carried this on chiefly m the kitchen, 
whilst Tabby, the maid, prepared the food, Emily 
.swept the rooms, and Anne washed the di^es. 

In spite of all the play-acting and scribbling, the 
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girls were very fond of housework, and sewed and 
knitted with particular fineness ; Charlotte, especi- 
ally, loved neat boots and shoes and pretty dresses. 
Her second school was at Roe Head, and when she 
left It she started to work as a teacher in the school 
in Brussels of which she has given us an account 
m her novel The Professor. Later her sisters joined 
her there, and m tune they hoped to set up a school 
of their own at Haworth. The drinking habits of 
their brilliant brother Branwell unfortunately 
forced the sisters to give up this idea, so Charlotte 
returned to her teaching in Brussels and Emily 
stayed at home to keep her father’s house 
Emily had, perhaps, the most powerful brain of 
the three, but she has only left us Wuthertng 
Heights and a few poems All the sisters wrote 
verses, but only those of Emily were truly great 
Charlotte, findmg them m a note-book, sent them 
with her own to the poet Southey He wrote kmdly of 
them to her but added that “ literature ca nn ot be the 
business of a woman’s life, and it ought not to be.” 

In spite of this snub, however, the three sisters 
prmted a small book of their own poetry. Some 
of the pieces by Emily are very beautiful , and very 
beautiful also are some that were not printed till 
after she was dead. One of these, The Visionary ^ had 
for Its subject the lighted lamp on her table : 

Silent IS the house all are laid asleep . 

One alone looks out o’er the snow-wreaths deep, 
Watching every cloud, dreading every breeze 
That whirls the wildering drift, and bends the 
groaning trees. 
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Cheerful is the hearth, soft the matted floor; 

Not one shivering gust creeps through pane or door; 

The little lamp bums straight, its rays shoot strong 
and far 

I trim It well, to be the wanderer’s guiding-star. 

These lines give us a wonderfully vivid picture 
of the winter cold without, and the cosy atmosphere 
within, but the greatest of the poems of Enuly 
Bronte was written m her thirtieth year, just before 
she died. 

No coward soul is mine. 

No trembler m the world’s storm-troubled sphere: 

I see Heaven’s glories shine. 

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear. 

There is not room for death. 

Nor atom that his might could lender void: 

THOU — THOU art BEING and BREATH, 

And what thou art may never be destroy’d. 

In her novel Shirley Charlotte has probably 
given us m the herome a picture of what Emily 
might have been, had her life been easier and 
happier Shirley herself, with her laughter-loving, 
fiery nature, would probably have become m the 
lonely home amongst the Yorkshire moors as dark 
and tragic as Enuly, who loved their desolate 
grandeur and passionately refused to leave them. 
She must have been wonderfully courageous, for 
a story is told of a mad dog bitmg her, a savage 
brute. She told no one of what had happened and 
also applied the cautery to the wwind herself. 
Another time i^e thrashed her own bulldog, 
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Keeper, with bare hands until she had conquered 
him, though she had been warned that he would 
certainly spnng at the throat of anyone who struck 
him. After her death, ‘Charlotte wrote of her: 
“She was stronger than a man, simpler than a 
child, her nature stood alone.” 

Branwell the brother was dead; his going was a 
rehef to all, but when Emily went, and then the 
gentle Anne, Charlotte felt very lonely. But her 
own hfe did not last much longer. 

She had many offers of marriage, but at last 
Mr Nicholls, her father’s curate, whom she has 
made famous as Mr Macarthey in Shzrley, was 
accepted He had long loved her and valued her 
gemus He roared with laughter at the picture she 
had drawn of himself and other curates. Fortun- 
ately, her mamed hfe was happy — ^but all too brief 
She was marned to Mr NidboRs in June, 18^4, and 
on March 31st of the next year she died. 
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GEORGE ELIOT 

Warwickshire, which may proudly call itself 
Shakespeare’s county, can also claim the famous 
novehst George Eliot. For m a country district, 
about thirty miles fiom Nuneaton, Mary Ann 
Evans, the writer who liked to be known to the 
world as George Eliot, was born in 1819 Her 
home was near Arbury, and- her father, who started 
hfe as a village carpenter, rose to be the land-agent 
of the Newdigate family, the squires of the locality 
There is no doubt that the description of the car- 
penter m Adam Bede is a picture of the writer’s 
father “tall, stalwart, a Saxon justifying his name 
of Adam, with jet black hair made the more notice- 
able by Its contrast with the light paper cap, and 
the keen glance of the daik eye that shone from 
under the strongly marked, promment eyebrows, 
mdicated a mixture of Celtic blood.” 

The home of George Eliot’s childhood was a 
beautiful old house standmg in the park of the 
Newdigate mansion, and is described m the novel 
as the Hall Farm, where Mrs Poyser ruled. The 
reader is bidden to look mside: 

Put your face to one of the glass panes in the right-hand 
comer and what do you see? the dairy; it was certainly 
well worth looking at — such coolness, such punty, such 
fragrance of new-pressed cheese, of firm butter, of wooden 
vessels perpetually bathed in pure water ’ such soft colour- 
ings of earthenware and creamy surfaces, brown wood, 
and polished grey lime^ne and rich orange-red rust on 
the iron wei^^ts and hooks and hinges. 
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From the outside, the Hall Farm house was a 
low-roofed dwelhng with fiat fields stretching 
southward, a cosy little place with neat, well-kept 
gardens Every dsiy the great coach runnmg from 
Birmmgham to London passed the gate, and as 
httle children Mary Ann and her only brother 
watched it roll by with wondermg excitement. In 
The Mill on the Floss we hear a great deal about 
these childish days. In it she c^ls herself Maggie 
and her brother Tom Tulhver They wander about 
together fishmg, spmnmg tops, pla3nng marbles, 
gathering earth-nuts They would, no doubt, have 
played cricket or football, but m those times no 
one knew much about such games Maggie was 
a sore trouble to her mother because of her boyish 
ways In the novel Mrs Tulhver complams bitterly 
of her: 

“But her hair won’t curl all I can do with it, and she’s 
so franzy about having it put 1’ paper, and I’ve such work 
as niver was to make her stand and have it pmched with 
th’ irons ” 

“ Cut It off — cut It off short,” said the father, rashly 

“How can you talk so, Mr Tulhver? She’s too big a 
gell — gone mne, and tall of her age, to have her hair cut 
short, an’ there’s her cousm Lucy’s got a row of curls 
round her head, an’ not a hair out o’ pkce It seems hard 
as my sister Deane should have that pretty child, I’m 
sure Lucy takes more after me nor my ovm child does. 
Maggie, Maggie,” continued the mother, m a tone of half- 
coaxing fretfulness, as this small mistake of nature entered 
the room “Where’s the use o’ my telhng you to keep avray 
fromthewater? You’ll tumblemand bedrownded someday, 
an’ then you’ll be sorry you didn’t do as mother told you ” 
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Maggie’s hair, as she threw off her bonnet, painfully 
confirmed her mother’s accusation 

“Oh dear! Oh dear, Maggie, what are you thinhn’ of, 
to throw your bonnet down there? Take it upstairs, there’s 
a good gell, an’ let your hair be brushed, an' put your other 
pinafore on, an’ change your shoes — do, for shame an 
come an’ go on with your patchwork, like a httle 
lady ’’ 

“Oh, mother,’’ said Maggie, m a vehemently cross tone, 
“I don’t toant to do^y patchwork ” 

“What! not your pretty patcliwork, to make a counter- 
pane for your aunt Glegg? ’’ 

“It’s foohsh work,’’ said Maggie, with a toss of her 
mane, “teanng thmgs to pieces to sew ’em together again 
And I don’t want to do anything for my aunt Glegg — I 
don’t hke her *’ 

Exit Maggie, dragging her bonnet by the stnng, while 
Mr Tulhver laughs audibly 

This happy, childish time ends in the departure 
of Tom to boardmg-school, and Maggie is left m 
proud care of his rabbits These she unfortunately 
forgets to feed, and there is trouble when he comes 
home for his hohdays and finds them all dead 

Tom stopped immediately m his walk and turned round 
towards Maggie 

“You forgot to feed ’em. You’re a naughty girl,’’ said 
Tom, severely, “and I’m sorry I bought you the fish-hne. 
I don’t love you.” 

“ Oh, Tom, it’s very cruel,” sobbed Maggie “ I’d forgive 
you, if you forgot anything — I wouldn’t nund what you 
did — ^I’d forgive you and love you ” 

“Y^, you’re a silly — ^but I never do forget things — I 
don’t ” ^ 

“Oh, please forgave me, Tom, my heart wiU break,” 
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said Maggie, shaking with sobs, dinging to Tom’s arm, 
and la3rmg her wet cheek on his shoulder 

Tom shook her off, and stopped agam, saymg m a 
peremptory tone, “Now, Maggie, you just hsten Aren’t 
I a good brother to youi* ’’ 

“Ye — ^ye — es,” sobbed Maggie, her dun rising and 
fallmg convulsedly “Ye — ye — es and I lo — ^lo — ^love 
you so, Tom ’’ 

“But you’re a naughty girl Last hohdays you hcked 
the pamt off my lozenge-box, and the hohdays before that 
you let the boat drag my fish-hne down when I’d set you 
to watch It and you pushed your head through my kite, all 
for nothing ” 

“But I didn’t mean,’’ said Maggie , “ I couldn’t help it ’’ 

“Yes, you could,’’ said Tom, “if you’d mmded what you 
were doing And you’re a naughty girl, and you shan’t go 
fishmg widi me to-morrow ” 

With this temble condusion Tom ran away from Maggie 
towards the mill, Maggie stood motionless, except from 
her sobs, for a minute or two , then she turned round and 
ran mto the house, and up to her attic, where she sat on 
the floor, and laid her head agamst the worm-eaten shelf 
with a crushing sense of misery 

When she was twelve, this httle misunderstood 
girl went to school, but at sixteen her mother 
died and she had to come home and keep her 
father’s house. Although, like Maggie TuUiver, 
George EUot hated sewing as a child, she became 
a famous needlewoman, and her dairy m her father’s 
house was as sweet and clean as the one she showed 
us when we peeped mto the wmdows of Mra Poy- 
ser’s farm And m butter-makmg she earned fame 
in Coventry market. 

Not only did Miss Evans look after her father’s 



GEORGE ELIOT 


90 

house, but she also found tune to carry on her own 
studies in music, French, Italian, German, Greek 
and Latin. At this time she was a rehgious and 
very serious young woman, mchned to disapprove 
of theatre-going, novel-readmg, and fine clothes 
As she grew older she became less severe, and 
gradually fotmd much delight m the pleasures she 
had formerly looked upon as wicked 

Her father died when she was thirty and then the 
life at the home farm ended'^ Mary Ann now deter- 
mmed to live abroad and study languages and, 
above all, make herself acquainted with the beautiful 
pictures and fine scenery of other lands She began 
also to write, and from time to time her articles were 
prmted in the English magazmes. She gradually 
won her way m the world of letters, editors be- 
hoving that It was a man who wrote the learned 
•translations of theological and philosophical works. 
Some time after she returned to England she was 
invited to become assistant editor of The West- 
minster Remew. She boarded in the same house as 
the editor, and m this way made the acquaintance 
of Herbert Spencer and Carlyle. Carlyle made 
friends with her, so that she might perhaps, through 
her magazine, help him to get recogmtion for the 
yoimg unknown poet, Robert Browning. She was 
now hving m the midst of hterary society and had 
become a person of great power on the staff of the 
magazine. 

In the begmning she had felt too shy to write 
under her own name, and so Amos Barton^ the first 
tale m Ckrtcal Rewmiscenees, was sent to the pub- 
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lisher Blackwood by a fnend who said that it was 
the work of a modest yoimg writer named George 
Eliot The firm accepted the work and beheved 
that the writer was a clergyman. It was not until 
two years later, when an impostor claimed to be 
George Eliot, that the real George Eliot revealed 
herself to her publisher 

The story of Amos Barton was bnlhantly success- 
ful, and when all the tales wer^ gathered together 
under the name Scenes of Clerical Ltfe^ the book 
became very popular 

The next book was Adam Bede, and for the copy- 
right of this the author received eight hundred 
pounds It was, as we know, the story of the 
country in which she spent her youth when her 
home was at the Hall Farm, and everyone who read 
the book was charmed by its simple, humorous 
characters In a few weeks the world was talking 
of it, and the saymgs of Mrs Poyser were quoted 
m the House of Commons 

The Mill on the Floss, the book which contams 
the story of Tom and Maggie TuUiver, came next; 
and a year later Silas Mamer, another glimpse mto 
simple village history, appeared Silas Mamer is 
the tale of a miserly old bachelor who finds a friend- 
less baby on his doorstep and, to the amazement of 
his neighbours, adopts it 

After this there came a break m George Ehot’s 
w«rk. She went to Italy to try to make herself 
familiar with the famous Florentme monk, Savo- 
narola, who preached m the Cathedral of Florence 
in the sixteenth century She was so deeply moved 
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by the old monk’s sermons and by his angry wrath 
at the wickedness of his native city that she longed 
to weave a romance around him, and Romola 
gives us a picture both of the power Savonarola 
had over the nobles of Florence and also of the 
mean people by whom he was surroimded. At that 
penod great respect was paid in Italy to learn- 
mg, and the penmless hero of the story wins his 
way to the front place m the city because of his 
classical knowledge, but falls to pieces when his 
true character is revealed. The strain of writing 
the book was very heavy. George Eliot says that 
she felt a young woman when she started to write 
Romola and knew herself to be an old one when 
It was finished. 

It marks the change in her work It may be that, 
having used all the homely stories of her own life, 
she had not enough imagination to create new 
characters as attractive as the Tulhvers, Poysers 
and Bedes. Whatever the cause may be, the fact 
remams that Romola did not make the same wide 
appeal as her other books had done. 

In her next novel, Felix Holt, we are taken into 
the stormy atmosphere of an English political 
election shortly after the Reform Bill of 1832. Then 
George Eliot tried her hand at writing poetry; but 
no one cared for her verses, so she fortunately 
returned to story-telling and gave us Mtddlanarch, 
which IS really two novels m one. It has two heroes 
and two heromes, who unfortunately marry the 
wrong parties. The old bookworm secures the 
lovely young Dorothea and fails to understand hear 
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or make her happy, whilst the man who was made 
to be her mate is married to silly, empty-headed 
Rosamond, who is as selfish as the scholar. 

The last novel George Eliot wrote was Darnel 
Deronda In it she gives us an account of the Jews. 
The book is of mterest at the present day, for the 
hero IS full of the idea of taking his nation back to 
dwell in Palestine 

Four years after the pubhc^tion of this book 
George Ehot died. 

ELIZABETH CLEGHORN GASKELL 

Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, has perhaps known as 
many writers of books as any street m England Its 
greatest glory is, undoubtedly, the house where 
Carlyle and his wife lived It is still to be visited, 
and we can sit on their chairs, read their books and 
letters, and even try on Carlyle’s funny round hat. 
At one time they had for neighbours Leigh Hunt 
(whose wife was always borrowing tea), Rossetti, 
Kmgsley, George Ehot, Swmbume, and Mrs 
Gaskell. 

It was m i8io that Elizabeth Cleghom St-even- 
son (afterwards Mrs Gaskell) was bom at No 93, 
though the house was at that time knovm as 
12, Old Lmdsey Row 

Her father, William Stevenson, from whom she 
inherited her brains, was then on the staff of The 
Edwbwgh Review, but he ended his life as Keeper 
of the Records of the Treasury A month after the 
birth of his daughter, his wife died, and his mother- 
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less child was taken by stage-coach to Kjautsford 
m Cheshire, to be brought up by an adorable 
maiden aunt, whom we all love as Miss Matty m 
Cranford The tale of this great journey can be 
read m Mary Barton ^ when Babby travels from 
London to Manchester 

Elizabeth spent thirteen years in Knutsford. 
There she met, besides her aunt, the farmer, the 
sailor, the doctor .and all the dear simple folk to 
whom she mtroduces us ih Cranford The story 
tells us how Miss Matty, after an mterval of forty 
years, meets her first and only love, Mr Holbrook. 
They are in the draper’s; she is bujdng silks and 
he IS trymg on woollen gloves She accepts his 
invitation to spend a long June day at his farm 
house, and m a fly Miss Matty, her mece, and 
Miss Pole are driven there. 

“What a pretty room i” said Miss Matty, sotto voce 

“What a pleasant place!” said I, aloud, almost simul- 
taneously. 

“Nay! if you like it,” replied he, “but can you sit on 
these great black leather three-cornered chairs? I hke it 
better than the best parlour , but I thought ladies would take 
that for the smarter place ” 

It was the smarter place, but, like most smart things, not 
at ail pretty, or pleasant, or home-like so, while we were at 
dinner, the servant-girl dusted and scrubbed the countmg- 
house chairs, and we sat there all the rest of the day 

We had puddmg before meat; and I thought Mr Hol- 
brook was going to make some apology for his old-fashioned 
ways, for began 

“I don’t know whether you hke new-fangled ways.” 

"“Oh, not at all!” said Miss Matty. 
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“No more do I/’ said he “My housekeeper will have 
these m her new fashions, or else I tell her that, when I 
was a young man, we used to keep strictly to my father’s 
rule, ‘No broth, no ball, no ball, no beef’, and always 
began dinner with broth Then we had suet puddings, 
boiled in the broth with the beef, and then the meat itself 
If we did not sup our broth, we had no ball, which we 
liked a deal better, and the beef came last of all, and only 
those had it, who had done justice to the broth and the 
ball Now folks begin with sweet things, and turn their 
dinners topsy-turvy ” * 

When the ducks and green peas came, we looked at each 
other in dismay , we had only two-pronged, black-handled 
forks It is true the steel was as bnght as silver, but what 
were we to do^^ Miss Matty picked up her peas, one by 
one, on the point of the prongs, much as Amine ate her 
grains of rice after her previous feast with the Ghoul Miss 
Pole sighed after her dehcate young peas as she left them 
on one side of her plate untasted, for they would drop 
between the prongs I looked at my host , the peas were 
going wholesale into his capacious mouth, shovelled up 
by his large, round-ended knife I saw, I imitated, I 
survived * 

After dinner, a clay pipe was brought in, and a spittoon , 
and, asking us to retire to another room, where he would 
soon join us, if we dishked tobacco-smoke, he presented his 
pipe to Miss Matty, and requested her to fill the bowl 

This was a comphment to a lady in his youth, but it 
was rather inappropriate to propose it as an honour to 
Miss Matty, who had been trained by her sister to hold 
smoking of every kind in utter abhorrence But if it was 
a shock to her refinement, it was also a gratification to her 
feelings to be thus selected, so she daintily stuflfed the 
strong tobacco mto the pipe, and then we withdrew 

“It is very pleasant dinmg with a bachelor,” said 
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Miss Matty, softly, as we settled ourselves m the counting- 
house “ I only hope it is not improper , so many pleasant 
things are I” 

When Elizabeth was fourteen she left her aunt’s 
tall red house to go to school at Stratford-on-Avon 
where she was thrilled by the thought of Imng m 
a house which had, in its earlier history, been one 
of the homes of Shakespeare Meanwhile her 
father had married agam, and when at seventeen 
she fimshed her education and returned to London, 
she found there a stepmother and a stepsister, 
Catherine Her father, a gay, brilliant, easily 
bulbed man, is almost certainly the ongmal of 
Mr Gibson m Wives and Daughters, whilst Molly 
Gibson, who suffers much unhappmess at the 
hands of her stepmother and stepsister, is Elizabeth 
herself Two years later William Stevenson died, 
and Elizabeth was free to return to her beloved 
Aunt Lumb and the delights of Knutsford. 

She had now grown to be a most beautiful 
woman, as may be seen m the portrait of her by 
the famous painter Richmond 

Many mdh fell m love with her, and when she 
was twenty-two she was married to William Gas- 
kell, the jumor Umtarian minister of Cross Street 
Chapel, Manchester In years he was only four 
ahead of his lovely bnde, but he was twenty in 
experience His duties as Unitarian mimster took 
him mto the midst of the poorest and perhaps 
most miserable working folk in the world , for Cross 
Street is m the heart of the slums of Manchester, 
dnd at that time the aty was m the agony of an 
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industrial revolution. Machinery had been in- 
vented which could turn the wheels of the cotton- 
spinning machines quicker and better than human 
hands , and the question was, What was to be done 
with the factory hands? To continue to employ the 
same number of men, women and children, was 
rum to the owners , to send ^em adrift was certam 
starvation to themselves 

There is a ternble, unbreakable law in economics 
called supply and demand From time to time, 
especially ^ter the turmoil of a great war, men try 
to evade it, but m the end it must always be obeyed 
or else industry comes to a standstill, and there is 
no work, and no money to pay those who wish to 
work Just when William Gaskell brought his 
yoimg wife home to Cross Street, the poor folk 
who had been turned out of the mills were tiymg 
to beat down this cruel law. Why, they asked, 
should the labour which had been a livelihood for 
them and for their fathers and grandfathers, be 
given to machmes? 

Around the qmet scholarly home of the preacher 
the battle raged night and day on the one hand 
there was the mghtly burmng of mills and bre^ng 
of machinery by the enraged workers, on the other 
the midnight driUmg, by the mill-owners, of those 
who were on the side of the masters In the begm- 
nmg the sympathies of Mrs Gaskell were all with 
the factory hands, and from her bedroom wmdovra 
she used, m the terrible days of the Chartist Riots, 
to fling bread to all those who were starvmg aroxmd 
her. Her home was m the storm-centre, and around 
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her people were hving under ternble conditions. 
Close by the chapel twenty human beings, on an 
average, were housed m two rooms, — ^“a ragged 
horde as filthy as the swine that live on the refuse 
m their streets.” Such was the account given m 
the report made to the government by a poor law 
commission ^ 

In the midst, of all this turmoil and distress 
Mrs Gaskell hved and worked Four children were 
bom, and then she lost her only boy, Wilhe This 
sorrow, coming upon the top of all the misery and 
starvation she was watchmg day by day, unsteadied 
her. She was ordered to leave Manchester, but 
Mr Gaskell could not move from his work, and 
she refused to be separated from him. 

He had noticed how much writing seemed to 
soothe his wife’s nerves and, m order to make her 
well again, he pressed upon her the idea that she 
could write a novel, and advised her to tell the 
story of what she saw gomg on around her She 
was 37, and it was on the eve of the Revolution of 
1848, that Mrs Gaskell gave her first story, Mary 
Barton, to the world 

It was a pathetic account of the poor crushed 
factory hands, and greatly irritated the rich mill- 
owners and learned economists, who could not 
understand why their theories of pohtical economy 
had failed to set everythmg right Mary Barton 
will always be looked upon as the book more than 
any other which started the world upon a new form 
of slave emancipation. The negroes had won their 
liberty, but it was Mrs GaskeU who, like Carlyle 
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and Charles Ehngsley, pointed out that the English 
people had, by their harsh legislation, created a 
slavery amongst their own people, as crushing and 
cruel as that which they had abolished in America, 
Africa and the West Indies Mary Barton, with its 
simple story of soirow and suffenng, went straight 
to the hearts of English folk as a plea for the 
down-trodden Lancashire factory-workers 

In North and South Mrs Gaskell turned her 
sympathy to the side of the masters of the mills ; 
and in her portrait of Thorton, the kindly owner 
whose factory was burnt by his angry workirnen, we 
get another side of the sad picture of this mdustrial 
strife 

In all we have about forty stones from Mrs Gas- 
kell’s pen , but the best of them all is Cranford and, 
as we have seen, it is wholly different from her 
other work It ripples with soft laughter from 
beginning to end, and when we think of it m, 
hterature we place it by the side of such master- 
pieces as the Vicar of Wakefield by Ohver Gold- 
smith or Pnde and Prejudice by Jane Austm. 
Age does not lessen their charm, ntir time alter 
our love for them — and that is the one and only 
test of true greatness m authorship All three books 
deal with simple, unexatmg events life in a 
country parsonage, a walk m the lanes to a picmc, 
or a box of old love-letters written twenty years 
ago Had Mrs Gaskell written more novels of the 
same quality as Cranford, she would take her place 
amongst the greatest Enghsh writers 

A fresh field of work was opened to her when 
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Patrick Bronte invited her to write the hfe of his 
daughter Charlotte The two women had first met 
m 1850 A common friend mvited both of them 
to pay her a visit at Wmdermere The contrast 
between the two was noticeable. Mrs Gaskell 
came mto the room, bright, gay, qiute at home, 
t alkin g easily, equal to^ythmg Charlotte Bronte, 
who had arrived earher, was a sad contrast, as she 
sat nervously upon the sofa m her stiff black silk 
frock, looking as ifshe wished the floor would open 
and swallow her up The two novehsts, however, 
hved to become very dear friends, and in her Life 
of Charlotte Bronte, Mrs Gaskell has given the 
world a most fascmatmg and vivid picture of the 
tragic Bronte household 

The book brought her great fame, but it also 
plunged her into trouble The most serious came 
from the managers of the Clergy Daughters’ School 
at Cowan Bridge where the Bronte sisters had been 
starved and ill-treated, but the book strengthened 
the growmg conviction that the schools of England 
were m need of reform George Ehot wrote of the 
book “We bought it admirable, we cried over it, 
felt better for it ” 

In all the work of Mrs Gaskell there is not one 
ill-natured word, and she seemed to have the gift 
of calling out the best m every one “All of us,” 
she once wrote, “have one look now and then, 
called up on to our face by some loving thought, 
and this, our highest on earth, will be our likeness 
in heaven ” 

• She died as she was quoting to her son-m-law 
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some words of his father— dead just a 
before Had she finished the 
utterme her neirt words would have been When 
I am dead ” But before she had reached ^em, she 
leaned fo^ard and feU dead She h^ bmed in 
the little chapel graveyard at Knutsford, which s e 
has descnbed to us in her qovel Ruth 
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